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VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 

^OW let the Atheift tremble ; Thou alone 

^ Can bid his confcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom (halt thou not reform ? O thou haft feen. 
How God defcends to judge the fouls of men. 
Thou heard'ft the fentence how the guilty raoum> 
Driven out from God, and never muft return. 

Yet more> behold ten thoufand thunders fall. 
And fudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature funk, when every bolt was hurl'd. 
Thou faw'ft the boundlefs ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain. 
And fulphur fell on the devoted plain; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempeft paft. 
With pious horror viewed the defart wafte ; 
The reftlefs fmoke IHll wav'd its curls around. 
For ever riling from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh ! what heavenly pleafure tell. 
To tlunk {6 greatly, and defcribe fo well 1 
How waft thou pleased the wondrous theme to try. 
And find the thought of man could rife fo highi 
Beyond this world the labour to purfue. 
And open all eternity to view? 

But thou art beft delighted to rehearfe 
Heaven's hdy di£bites in exalted verfe : 
O thou haft power the harden*d heart to warm» 
To grieve^ to raife, to terrifyf to charm; 

B 2 "v:^ 
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To fix the foul on God ; to teach the mind 
To know the dignity of human-kind ; 
By ilridler rules well-govern'd life to fcan. 
And pradife o'er the angel in the man. 

Madgr.Coll. T. War TON. 

Oxon. 



TO A LADY, WITH THE LAST DAI 



H' 



Madam, 

[ERE, facred truths, in lofty numbers told. 
The profpedl of a future ftate unfold : 
The realms of night to mortal view difplay. 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author fcoms, by vulgar ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit woithlefs praife. 
Full of her glorious theme, his towering Mufe, 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame purfues : 
Religion's caufe her raviih'd heart infpires. 
And with a thoufand bright ideas fires ; 
Tranfports her quick, impatient, piercing eye. 
O'er die ftrait limits of mortality. 
To boundleis orbs, and bids her fearlefs foar. 
Where only Milton gain'd renown before; 
Where various fcenes alternately excite 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 

Thus did the Mufes iing in early times. 
Ere (kili'd to flatter vice and vamifh crimes : 
Their lyres were tan'd to virtuous fongs alone. 
And the chade poet, and the pricft, were otvc. 



WITH THE LAST DAY. 5 

But now> forgetful of their infant fbue>. 

They footh the wanton pleafures of the great : 

And from the prefs, and the licentious ftage. 

With lufcious poi(pn taint the thoughtlefs age; 

Deceitful charms attra^ our wondering eyes 

And fpecious ruin unfufpeded lies. 

So the rich foil of India's blooming Ihores, 

Adorn 'd with lavifh nature's choicefl ftores^ 

Where ferpents lurk, by flowers conceal'd from fights 

Hides fatal danger under gay delight, 

Theie purer thoughts from grofs alloys rcfin'd. 
With heavenly raptures elevate the mind: 
Not fram'd to raife a giddy (hort-liv'd joy, 
Whofe falfe allurements, wliile they pleafe, deftroy; 
But blifs refembling that of Saints above. 
Sprung from the vifion of th' Almighty Love : 
Firm, folid blifs^ for ever great and new. 
The more 'tis knov/n, the more admir'd, like you.; 
Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing fweetnefs, unafFeded wit> 
And all the glories of your fparkling race. 
While inward virtues heighten every grace* 
By thefe fecur'd,. you will with pleafure read 
•* Of future judgment, and the riling dead ; 
" Of time's grand period, heaven and earth o'erthrown; 
** And gafping nature's laft tremendous groan." 
Thefe, when the flars and fun ihall be no more> 
Shall beauty to your ravaged form reftore ; 
Then Ihall you fhine widi an immortal ray, 
Improv'd by deaths and brighten'd by deca.^- 
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TO THE AUTHOR, 
ON HIS LAST DAY AND UNIVERSAL PASSIC 

AND maft it be as thou haft fung^ 
'^ Celeftial bard, ieraphic Young ? 
Will there no trace> no point be found 
Of all this fpacious glorious round ? 
Yon lamps of light, mud they decay ? 
On nature's felf, deftrudHon prey ? 
Then fame, the moli immortal thing 
£v'n thou canft hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Newton's Syftem be admir'd. 
When time and motion are expir'd I 
Shall ibuls be curious to explore 
Who rul'd an orb that is no more ? 
Or (hall they quote the pidur'd age. 
From Pope*8 and Thy corredlive page* 
When vice and virtue lofe their name 
in deathlefs joy, or endlefs ihame i 
While wears away the grand machine. 
The works of genius fhall be ieen i 
Beyond, what laurels can there be. 
For Homer, Horace, Pope, or Thee ? 
Through life we chafe, with fond purfuit,. 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's fruit i 
And fure, thy plan was well defign'd. 
To cure this madne(s of the mind ; 
Firft, beyond time our thoughts to raife ;. 
Then laih our love of tranfient praife. 
la hoehj, We awn thy dodrine juft ; 
^iad/kme^ss. breathy and men arc daSt.. 
^7j& V'Bm 
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THE LAST DAY* 

BOOK L 

*" Ipfe pater^ media mmboroin in no£te> corufca 
■^ Falmina molitor dextra. Quo maxima motu 
•* Terra tremit : fugcre ferat ! et mortalia corda 
** Per gentes humilis ftravit pavor,** Vi r c. 

Tirr HI LE otliers fing the fortune of the Great ; 

^^ Empire and Arms> and all the pomp of State ; 
With Britain's Hero * fet their £>uls on Ere, 
And grow immortal as his deeds iiifpire ; 
I draw a deeper fcene : a (bene that yielda 5 ' 

A louder trampet> and more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm'd> both earth and heaven o'erthrown^ 
And gafping nature's laid tremendous groan ; 
Death's ancient fceptre broke, the teemmg tomb. 
The righteous Judge> and man's eternal doom» 10 

'Twixt joy and pain I view the bold defign,. 
And aik my anxious heart, if it be mine» 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious ftars or fun. 
Is far beneath my daring : I look down 15 

On all the iplendors of the Britiih crown* 

* The Duke of Marlborough* 
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This globe is for my verfe a narrow bound ; 

Attend mey all ye glorious worlds around I 

O I all ye angels, howfoe'er disjoin'd. 

Of every various order, place, and kind, 20 

Hear, and ailift, a feeble mortal's layiaf ; 

*Tis our Eternal King I drive to praife. 

But chiefly Thou> great Ruler I Lord of all I 
Before whofe throne Arch-angels proilrate fall ; 
If at thy nod» from difcord* and from night, 25 

Sprang beauty, and yon fparkling worlds of light. 
Exalt e'en me ; all inward tumults quell ; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind difpel ; 
To my great fubjeft Thou my brealt infpire. 
And raife my labouring foul with equal fire. 3a 

Man, bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
In God's great ofFsprifig, beauteous nature *s fece: 
See fpring^s gay bloom; fee golden autumn's flore ^ 
See how earth fmilesA and hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cumberous mail, ^^ 

It makes a tide> and wind-bound navies fail. 
Here, fbrefts rife> the mountaih'^s awful pride ; 
Here, rivers meafure climes, and worlds divide ; 
There, vallies fraught with gold's refplendent {eedsr 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes,, in their beds : 4a 
There, to the fkies, afpiring hills afcend„ 
And into diflant lands, their ffaades extend, 
y iew cities, armies, fleets ; of fleets the pride„ 
See Europe's law, in Albion*s channel ride. 
View the whole earth's vaft landficip unconfin'd,. 45; 
Or view in Britain all hr^ glories iom'd^ 
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Then let the firmament thy wonder ndfe; 
Twill raife thy wonder> but tranfcend thy praiie» 
How far from eaft to weft? The labouring eye 
Can fcarce the diftant azure bounds defcry : . 501 

Wide theatre ! where tempefts play at large. 
And God's nght-hand can all its wrath difcharge* 
Mark how thofe radiant lamps inflame the pole. 
Call forth the feafons, and the year controul: 
ITiey fhine through time, vydth an unalter'd ray : 55 
See This grand period rife, and That decay: . . 
So njofi^ this world's a grain y yet myriads grace,. 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal fpace ; 
So bright^ with fuch a wealth of gbry Itor'd, 
*Twere fin in heathens not to have ador'd. 60 

How great, how firm, how facred all appears I 
How worthy an immortal round of years I 
Yet all mufl drop, as autunui's fickliefl^ grain. 
And earth and firmament be fought in. vain; 
The tradl forgot where conftellations (hone, 65 

Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 
Time fhall be flain, all Nature he deftroy'd> 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner, or later, in fome future date, 
(A dreadful fecret in the book of fate I ) 7a 

This hour, for aught all human wifdom knows. 
Or when ten thoufand harvefts more have rofe; 
When fcenes are chang'd on tlus revolving earth. 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 7; 

And (if man's £n forbids not) other AnntH 
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While the ftill biify world is treading o'er 

The pftths they trod five thoafand years before, 

Thoughtlefs as thofe who no^ life's mazes rsxn. 

Of earth dilTolv'd^ or an ejftingiiifh'd fun; 8^ 

(Ye fablanary worlds, awake, awake ! 

Ye ralers of the nation, hear, and ihake) 

Thick clouds of darknefs (hall arife on day ; 

In fadden night all earth's dominions lay; 

Impetuous winds the fcatter'd forefts rend; 85 

Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; 

The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 

And break the bondage of his wonted (hore; 

A fanguine fbdn the filver moon o'erfpread; 

Darknefs the circle of the fun invade; 90 

From inmoil heaven incefTant thunders roll. 

And the flrong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lo, a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal 'd, ' 
Shall pour a dreadful note ; the piercing call 95 

Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 
TV extended circuit of creation fhake, 
He living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh powerful blail ! to which no equal found 
Did e'er the frighted ear of nature wound, xo^ 

Though rival clarions have been ftrain'd on lugh. 
And kindled wars immortal through the fky. 
Though God's whole enginery difcharg'd, and all 
The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 

Have angels finn'd ? and fliall not man beware ? 105 
.fi^bir i&aZf II iSn of earth decline the fittxt I 
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Not folded annS) and iUcknefs of the mind. 

Can promife fbr the fafety of mankind ; 

None are fujMndy good: through care and pain. 

And various arts, the fteep afcent we gain» i x^ 

This is die fcene of combat, not of reft, 

Man's is laborious happinefs at bcft; 

On this fide death his dangers never cea(e. 
His joys are joys of conqueit, not of peace* 

If then, obfequious to the will of fate, 115 

And bending to the terms of human ftate. 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms. 
When beauty fmiles, or grandeur fpreads her charms> 
The confdous foul would ibis great fcene difplay. 
Call down th* immortal hofts in dread array, 120» 

The trumpet found, the ChrifHan banner {prea<t» ^ 
And raife from filent graves the trembling dead ; 
Such deep ImprefEon would the pdure make. 
No power on earth her firm refolve could fhake ; 
Engaged with angels ihe viovld greatly ftand, 125; 
And look regardlefs down on fea and land *, 
Not proffer 'd worlds her ardour could reftrain. 
And death might ihake his threatening lance in vain t 
Her certain conqueft would endear the fight. 
And danger ierve but to exalt delight. 1^0 

Infiru^ed thus to (hun the fatal fpring> 
Whence Hows the terrors of that day I fing ; 
More boldly we our labours may purfue. 
And all the dreadful image fet to view. 

The fparkling eye, the fleek and painted breaft, 15 j 
The buniiih'd /caie, cuclM tndn* ^tt^ Q&a^ cx^fi^ 
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All that is lovely in the noxioas fnake, . ; T 

Provokes oar fear, and bids us flee the brake: 
The ding once drawn, hb guiltlefs beauties rif^ 
In pleafing luftre, and detain our eyes ; 1 4a 

We view with joy, what once did horror move. 
And ftrong averfion foftens into love. 

Say then, my Mufe, whom difmal fcenes delight, ) 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 14^ 

The lail extremes of terror and defpair $ 
Oh fay, what change on earth, what heart in man> 
This blackeft moment fince the world began. 

Ah xndurnful turn ! the blifsful earth; who late 
At leifure on her iaxle roU'd in itate ; ' 150- 

While. thoufand golden planets knew no reft. 
Still onward in their circling journey prcft ; 
A grateful change of feafons fome to bring> 
And fweet viciiHtude of fall and fpring : 
Some through vaft oceans to condudk the keel, 155; 
And fome thofe watery worlds to fmk, or fwell : 
Around her fome their fplendors to difplay. 
And gild her globe with tributary day : *» 

This world fo great, of joy the bright abode. 
Heaven's darling child, and favourite of her God, i6d 
Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Deliver'd o^er to darknefs and defpair. 
No fun in radiant glory Ihincs on high ; 
No light, but from the terrors of the iky t 
Saltan are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loft, 16 j 
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One univerfal ruin fpreads abroad; 

Nothing is fafe beneatli the throne of God. 

Sach, earth, thy fate : what then canfl thou afford 
(To comfort and fupport thy guilty lord ? 170 

Man^ haughty lord of all beneath the moon. 
How mud he bend his foul's ambition down ? 
Proftrate, the .reptile own> and difavow 
His boafted ilature, and affuming brow ? 
Claim kindred with, the clay, and curfe his form, 175 
That fpeaks diflindHon from his iifter worm ? 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! 
Lord, why doft thou forfake whom thou hail made ? 
Who can fuftain thy anger ? Who can fland 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 1 80 

It flies the reach of thought ; oh fave me. Power 
Of powers fupreme, in that tremendous hour ! 
Thou who beneath the frown of fate haft flood. 
And in thy dreadful agony fweat blood ; 
Tbouy who for me, through every throbbing vein, 185 
Hafl felt the keenell edge of mortal pain ; 
Whom death led captive through the realms below^ 
And taught thofe horrid myileries of woe ; 
Defend me, O my God ! Oh fave me. Power 
Of powers fupreme, in that tremendous hour ! 190 

From eafl to weft they fly, from pole to line. 
Imploring (helter from the wrath divine ; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming feas to fweep. 
Or rocks to yawn, compaifionately deep : 
JSeas caft the monfter forth to meet his doom, 195 
And rocks but prifon up for wrath to come. 
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So fares a traitor to an earthly crown ; 
While death fits threatening in his prince's frown. 
His heart's difmayM; and now his fears command. 
To change his native for a diftant land : 200 

Swift orders fly, the king's fevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the Tea; 
The port he feeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted fword. 

But why this idle toil to paint that day ? 205 

This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the diftrefs. 
The height of eloquence would make it lefs ; 
Heavens! how the ^W man trembles !— 

And is there a Laft Day ? and muft there come 210 
A fure, a fix*d, inexorable <loom ? 
Ambition fwell, and, thy proud fails to fhow. 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow; 
Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ftand. 
And reach an India forth in either hand ; 215 

Spread all thy purple clufters, tempting <p/«^. 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright ^Mitfy, (hine ; 
Shine all; in all your charms together rife; 
That all, in all your charms, I may defpife, 
Wlule I mount upward on a ftrong defire, 220 

Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite involved ! 
Tofmikatdeath! to long to be diflc^'d ! 
From our decays a pleafure to receive 1 
And kindle into tranfpolt at a grave t 225 

What 
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What equals this f And fhall the vi6lor nwf 

fioail the prottd laorels on his loaded brow ? 

Religion ! Oh thou cherub> heavenly bright ! 

Oh joys unmixed, and fathomlefs delight ! 

Thou, Thou art all; nor find I in the whole 230 

Creation aught* but God and my own foul. 

For ever then, my foul, thy God adore. 
Nor let the brute creation praife him more. 
Shall things inanimate my condudt blame. 
And fiuih my confcious cheek with fpreading ihame ? 2 3 5 
They all for him purfue, or quit, their end ; 
The mounting flames their burning power {ufpend ; 
In folid heaps, th' unfrozen billows iiamd. 
To reft and iilence aw'd by his command : 
Nay, the dire mongers that infefl the flood, 240 

By nature dreadful, and athirfl for blood, 
Hb will can calm, their favage tempers bind. 
And turn to mild protedors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main ; 245 

When darkoefs round him all her horrors fpread. 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightening flies. 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rife ; 
When now the fbamiag furges, toft on high, 250 
Difdofe the fands beaieath, and touch the iky; 
When death draws near, the markers aghaft 
Look back with terror on their aftions paft ; 
Their courage fickeni into deep diimay, 
Tlieir hearts, through fear and angui(h» melt vsix^ \ ix^ 
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Nor tears, nor prayers, the temped can appeafe; 
Now they devote their treafure to the (eas; 
Unload their ihatter*d barque, though richly fraught. 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
Widi gems and gold; but oh, the dorm fo high ! 260 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy« 

The trembKng prophet then, themielves to fave. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave ; 
Down he defcends, and, booming o'er his head. 
The biUows clofe ; he's numbered with the dead. 265 
(Hear, O yc juft i attend, ye virtuous few I 
And the bright paths of piety purfue) 
Loi the great Ruler of the world, from high» 
Looks fmiling down with a proptious eye. 
Covers his fenrant with his gracious kand^ 270 

And bids tempeftuous nature filent dand; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place. 
Or kindly fold him in a foft embrace : 
He bridles-in the monfters of the deep: 
The bridled monfters awful diftance keep: 275 

Forget their hunger^ while they view their prey; 
And guiltlefs gaze, and round the ibanger play. 

. fiut ftill arife new wonders ; nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his powerful word. 
And calls the great leviathan : the great 280 

Leviathan attends in all his flate; 
Exults for joy, and, with a mighty bounds 
Makes the fea (hake, and heav'n and earth refound; 
Blackens the waters with the rifing iknd. 
And drives vaft billows to the didant land. 285 
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As yawns an earthquake, when imprifon'd air 
^Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare. 
The whale expands his jaws enormous fize ; 
The prophet views the cavern with furprize ; 
J\4earures his monftrous teeth, afar defcryM, 299 

And rolls his wonderinj; eyes from fide to fide : 
Then takes pofleilion of the fpacious feat. 
And fails fecure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleasM the northern blaft to hear, 
J^nd hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear.; 29$ 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below; 
Where the dead filent waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills conveyed* 
Dwells in the (helving mountain's dreadful (hade : 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws hisbreath, 300 
And glides ferenely through the paths of death. 

Two wondrous days and nights through coral groves. 
Through labyrinths of rocks and fand^, he roves : 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 305 
It fees the king of waters rife, and pour 
His facred guefl un-rinjur'd on the fhore : 
A type of that great Wefling, which the Mufe 
In her next labour ardently purfues. 
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THE LAST DAY. 

BOOK II. 



Au-^/uv uTTOiXPfAivuv* MffU ^l 010* TiX«9o>7ai. PhOCYL. 
• We hope, that the departed will rife again 



N 



*' from the dull : after which, like the Gods, 
*' they will be immortal.** 

OW Man awakes, and from his filent bed. 
Where he has (lept for ages, lifts his head ; 
Shakes off the flumber of ten thoufand years. 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whatever the bold, the rafli, adventure coll, 5 

In wide Eternity I dare be loll. 
The Mufe is wont in narrow bounds to fing. 
To teach the Jhvaift, or celebrate the king, 
I grafp the whole, no more to parts confinM, 
I lift my voice, and fing to human kind : 10 

I fmg to men and angels ; angels join. 
While fuch the theme, their facred fcngs with mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted found 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round. 
An univerfal concourfe to prepare 15 

Of all that ever breath'd the vital air : 
In fome wide field, which adlive whirlwinds fwecp. 
Drive, cities, foreils, mountains, to the deep. 



THE LA5T DAY. Book IL 19 

To fmooth and lengthen out th' unbounded fpace. 
And fpread an area for all human race. 20 

Now monuments prove faithful to their trull. 
And render back their long-committed duft. 
Now charnels rattle ; fcatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones^ obfequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd, advance ; the neck perhaps to meet 25 
The diftant head ; the dillant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, fee through the dufky Iky 
Fragments of bodies in confufion fly. 
To diftant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deferted members and compleat the frame. 30 

When the world bow'd to Rome's almighty fword, 
Rome bow*d to Pompey, and confefs'd her lord. 
Vet one day loft, this deity below 
Became the fcorn and pity of his foe. 
His blood a traitor's facrifice was made, 35; 

And fmok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. 
No trumpet's found, no gafping army's yell. 
Bid, with due horror, his great foul farewell. 
Obfcure his fall ! all weltering in his gore. 
His trunk was cail to perifli on the fhore ! 40 

While Julius frown'd the bloody monfter dead. 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This fever'd head and trunk fhall join once more. 
Though realms now rife between, and oceans roar. 
The trumpet's found each fragrant mote ihall hear, 45 
Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air. 
Obey the fignal wafted in the wind. 
And not one fleeping atom lag behind. 

C2 V^ 
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So fwarming bees, that on a fummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 5© 

Charm'd with the brazen found, their wanderings en4. 
And, gently circling, on a bough defcend. 

The body thus renewM, the confcious foul. 
Which has perhaps been fluttering near the pole. 
Or midft the burning planets wondering ftray'd, 55 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpfe was laid : 
Or rather coafled on her final ilate. 
And fear'd, or wifh*d for, her appointed fate; 
This foul, »retuming with a conftant flame. 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 60 

Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound. 
The fprings maintain an everlafling round. 

Thus a frail model of the work deflgn*d 
Firft takes a copy of the builder's mind. 
Before the ftrudure £rm with lading oak, 6^ 

And marble i>owels of the folid rock. 
Turns the fbong arch, and bids the columns rif«. 
And bear the lofty palace to the fkies ; 
The wrongs of time enabled to furpafs. 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brafs. 70 

That ancient, facred, and illuftrious * dome. 
Where foon or late fair Albion's heroes come. 
From camps, and courts, though great, or wife, or juft. 
To feed the worm, and moulder into duft ; 
That folemn manfion of the royal dead, 75 

Where pafling flaves o'er fleeping monarchs tread, 

• Wcftminflcr Abbcy^ 

Now 
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Now populous o'erflows : a numerous race . 

Of riiing kings fill all th' extended fpace : 

A life well fpent, not the viftorious fword. 

Awards the crown, and ftiles the greater lord. 80 

Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth. 
Labours with man. to this his fecond birth ; 
But where gay palaces in pomp arife. 
And gilded theatres invade the Ikies, 
Nations ihall wake, whofe unrefpeded bones 85 

Support the pride of their luxurious fons. 
The moll magnificent and coflly. dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No fpot on earth, but has fupply'd a grave, . 
And human ikulls the fpacious ocean pave. 90 

A4l's full of man ; and at this dreadful turn. 
The fwarm (hall iffue, and the hive fhall burn.. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner, rife : 
Som^ lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes : 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 95 

And blefs the grave, and call for lafting night. 
Others, whofe long- attempted virtue flood 
Fix'd" as a rock, and broke the rufhing flood, 
Whofe firm refolve, nor beauty could melt down. 
Nor raging tyrants from their pollure frown j i OQ 
Such, in this day of horrors, fliall be fecn 
To face the thunders with a god -like mien ; 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above ; 
The centre fliakes, their hearts difdain to move : 
An earth diflblving, and a heaven thrown wide, 10^ 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fuU, 

C 3 ^c:\^Tv^ 
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Serene they view, impatient of delay. 
And blefs the dawn of everlafting day. 

Here grcatmfs prollrate falls ; there, ftrengtb gives 
place; 
Here, la%ars fmile ; there, beauty hide« her face, no 
Chriftians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans iiand> 
A blended throng, one undiftinguifli'd band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd. 
With zeal for their diftindl perfuafions fir'd. 
In mutual friendfhip their long flumber break, 1 15 
And hand in hand their Saviour*s love partake. 

But none are fluih'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
With jufter confidence, enjoy the ftorm. 
Than thofe, whofe pious bounties, unconfin*d. 
Have made them public fathers of mankind* 1 20 

In that illuftrious rank, what Ihining light 
With fuch diftinguifh'd glory fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful Mufe, that homage ihow> 
Which to fuch worthies thou art proud to owe* 
Wickham ! Fox ! Chichleyl hail, illuftrious * names, 125, 
Who to far diftant times difpcnfe your beams ; • 
Beneath your fhades, and near your cryftal fprings, 
I firft prefum'd to touch the trembling ftrings. 
All hail, thrice honoiir'd 1 'Twas your great renown- 
To blefs a people, and oblige a crown. ijo 

And now you rife, eternally to (bine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

• Founders of New- College, Corpus Chriftl, and All- 
Souls, in Oxford j of all which ihc author was a Member. 

Indulgent 
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Indulgent God ! Oh how fhall mortal ralTe 
His foul to doc returns of grateful priufc^ 
For bounty fo profufe to human kind> 135 

Thy wondrous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who, fomc few years ago, was lefs 
Than worm, or mite, or ihadow can cxprefs. 
Was Nothing; (hall I live, when every lire 
And every ftar (hall languiih and expire ? 140 

When earth's no more, fhall I furvive above. 
And through the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I ftand. 
See new worlds rolling from His fpacious hand. 
Where our adventures fhall perhaps be taught, 145 
As we now tell how Michael fung or fought ; 
All that has being in full concert join. 
And celebrate the depths of Lo've di'vine! 

But oh I before this blifsful ftate, before 
Th* afpiring foul this wondrous height can foar, 150 
The Judge, defending, thunders from afar. 
And all mankind is fummon'd to the Bar. 

This mighty fcene I next prefume to draw : 
Attend, great Anna, with religibus awe. 
Expeft not here the known fuccefsful arts 155 

To win attention, and command our hearts : 
Fitllon, be far away ; let no machine 
Defcending here, no fabled God, be feen ; 
Behold the God of Gods indeed defcend. 
And worlds unnumb^r'd his approach attend ! 160 

Lo I the wide theatre, vvhofe ample fpace 
Mull entertain the whole of human race, 

C4 At 
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At heaven^s all-powerful edi£i is prepar'd> 

And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 

Tribes, provinces, dominions,, worlds, overflow 165 

The mighty plam, and deluge all below : 

And every age, and nation, pours along ; 

Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 

Adam falutes his youngeft Ton ; no fign 

Of all thofe ages, which their births disjoin. 1*70 

How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ! 
What volumes have been fwell'd, what time been fpent. 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or defcent I 
What joy muft it now yield,» what rapture raife, 1 75- 
To fee the glorious race of ancient days ; 
To greet thofe worthies, who perhaps have flood 
Illuftrious on record before the flood ! 
Alas ! a nea];er care your foul demands.- 
Cxfar un-noted in your prefence ftands. tSo' 

How vaft the concourfe \ not in number more 
The waves that break on the refounding fhore. 
The leaves that tremble in the fhady grover 
The lamps that gild the fpangled vaults above : 
Thofe overwhelming armies, whofe command 1 8'^. 
Said to one empire. Fall ; another Stan^ : 
Whofe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Rouz'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on^ 
Greac Xerxes' world in arms, proud Cannae's field. 
Where Carthage taught viftorious Rome to yield, 190 
(Another blow had broke the Fate's decree. 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
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Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoft. 
They All arc here,, and here they All are loft: 
Their millions fwell to be difcem'd in vain, i^^ 

Loft as a billow in th^ unbounded mam» 

7'his echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
«« For judgment, judgment, fons of men prepare!** 
Earth fhakes anewf I hear her groans profound; 
And hell through all her trembling realms refound. 200 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greatcft power of earth, 
Bleft with moft equal planets at thy birth;. 
Whofe valour drew the mod fuccefsful fword,. 
Moft realms united in one common lord ; 
Who, on the day of triumph, faidft. Be thine 205 
The fltics, Jehovah, all this world is mme : 
Dare not to lift thine eye — Alas ! my Mufe, 
How art thou loft I what numbers canft thou chufc ? 
A fuddenbluih inflames the waving iky, 
Aiid now the crimfon curtains open fly ^ zjo 

Lo ! far within, and far above all height. 
Where heaven's great Sovereign reigns in worlds of light. 
Whence nature He informs,, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works furvey,. 
Crcatesyfupports, confounds ! Where ti me, zxid, place, 2 1 5 
Matter, ^Xi^form, 2CcA fortune, life, 2sA grace. 
Wait humbly at the footftool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod; 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-fufpended ball 220 

(Speck of creation) ; if he pour one breath. 
The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 
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Thence liTuing I behold (but mortal fight 
Suflains not fuch a rufhing fea of light) 
I fee, on an empyreal flying throne 22c 

Sublimely rais'd. Heaven's everlafting Son ; 
Crown'd with that majefty which form'd the world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurPd. 
Virtue, dominiofti praifey omnipotence^ 
Support the tram of their triumphant prince. 23© 

A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright. 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light.' 
Night ftiades the folemn arches of his brows. 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Wh^re-e'er ferene he turns propitious eyes, 235 

Or we expe^, or find, a paradife ; 
But if refentmefit reddens their mild beams. 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand, Knowlege ftiines in pureft light; 
On one, the fword of Jufbce, fiercely bright. 240 
iV0<zv bend the knee in fport, prefent the reed; 
JVoia; tell the fcourg'd Impoftor he fliall bleed ! 

Thus glorious through the courts of heaven, the fourcc 
Of life and death eternal bends his courfe ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 245 
Th' angelic hoft is rang'd in bright array : 
Some touch the firing, fome ftrike the founding fliell. 
And mingling voices in rich concert fwell; 
Voices feraphic; bleft with fuch a ftrain. 
Could Satan hear, he wertf a god again. 250 

Triumphant King of G l o r y ! Soul of Blifs ! 
What a flupendous turn of fate is this ? 

O! 
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O I whither art thoa nds'd above the fcom 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born ; 
A ncedlefs, helpkfs, unaccomited, gueft> 25 j 

And bat a fecond to the fodder'd beail ? 
How changed from bim^ who meekly proftrait laid, 
Vouchfaf 'd to wafh the feet himfelf had made ? 
From him who was betray'd, fbrfook, deny'd. 
Wept, languifh'd, pray'd, bled, thirfted> groan'd, and 
dy'd; 360 

Hang pierc'd and bare, infalted by the foe. 
All heaven in tears above, earth unconcern'd below ? 

And was 't enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 
1 fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 265^ 

The world is vaniih'd— I am wholly thine. 

Miftaken Caiaphas I Ah! which blafphem'd; 
Thou, or thy Prifoner ? which Ihall be condemn'd ? 
Well might'ft thou rend thy garments, well exclaim ; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 27a 

But God is good I 'Tis wondrous all ! Ev'n He 
Thou gav'ft to death, fhame> torture dy'd for Thee* 

Now the defcending triumph flops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raife 27^ 
Diltindl with orient veins and golden blaze. 
One fix'd on earth, and one in fea, and round 
Its ample foot the fwelling billows found* 
Thefe an immeafurable arch fupport. 
The grand tribunal of this awful court. 280 

Shceu 
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Sheets of bright azure, from the pureil (ky. 
Stream from the cryftal arch^ and round the columns fly; 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the bafis lies. 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthroned th' eternal Judge is placed, 285. 
With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd;^ 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet. 
And the fun bums beneath his awfiil feet. 

Now an archangel eminently bright. 
From off his filver ftalF of wondrous height, 290 

Unfurls the Chriftian flag, which waving flics. 
And fhuts and opens more than half the fkies : 
The Crofs fo Urong a red» it (beds a (lain. 
Where -e'er it floats, on eartlv in air,, or main ; 
Flufties the hill, and fets on fire the wood, 295 

And turns the deep-dy*d ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Glory ! dreadful bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty fight. 
Ah turn, unwary Mufe, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 300 
Say not (to make the 5«» fhrinkin his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wifh it all a dream ; 
Wifh, or their fouls may with their limbs decay. 
Or God be fpoil'd of his eternal fway. 
But rather, if thou know'll the means, unfold 305 
How they with tranfport might the fcene behold. 

Ah how ! but by Repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and fcvere its own offence to find ? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceafing care. 
And all the pious violence of Prayer ? 310 

Thua 
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Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
I call my heart before th' eternal throne. 
In this great temple, which the fkies furround. 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 

.€€ o Thou ! whofe balance does the mountains weigh, 
" Whofe will the wild tumultuous feas obey, 
" Whofe breath can turn thofe watery worlds to flame, 
" That flame to tcmpeft, and that tempeft tame; 
" Earth's meaneft ion, .all trembling, proftrate falls, 
«* JVnd on theboundlefs of thy goodnefs calls. 320 

•* Oh ! give the winds all paft offence to fweep, 
" To fcatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
** Thy power, my weaknefs, may I ever fee, 
" And wholly dedicate my foul to Thee : 
*' Reign o'er my will; my paflions ebb and flow 525 
" At. thy command, nor human motive know! 
'* If anger boil, let anger be my praife, 
«' And fin the graceful indignation raife. 
"My love be warm to fuccour the diflrefs'd, 
«» And lift the burden irom the foul opprefs'd. 350 
«* Oh may my underftanding ever reaud 
" This glorious volume, which TJiy wifdom made ! 
" Who decks the maiden Spring with flowery pride ? 
** Who calls -forth Summer, like a fparkling bride ? 
** Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown? 335 
« And bids old Winter lay her honours down ? 
«' Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, 
^ Not Europe's arbitrefs of peace and war. 
*• May fea and land, and earth and heaven be joined, 
^' To bring th' eternal Author to my mindi 340 

^ When 
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-*' When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
" May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance Ihake my foul ! 
^f When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly fhine, 
<« Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine! 

« Through every fcene of life, or peace, or war, 345 
^' Plenty, or want. Thy glory be my care ! 
-" Shine we in arms? or ling beneath our vine? 
<' Thbe is the vintage, and the conquell Thine : 
** Thy pleafure points the fhaft, and bends the bow; 
<* The clufter blafts, or bids it brightly glow: 350 
« 'Tis thou that lead'ft our powerful armies forth, 
«« And giv'ft Great Anne Thy fceptre o'er the north, 

«^ Grant I may ever, at the morning-ray, 
« Open with Prayer the confecrated day; 
*< Tune Thy great praife, and bid my foul arife, 355 
*« And with the mounting fun afcend the ikies : 
" As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
" And glow with ardour of confummatc love; 
« Nor ceafe at eve, but with the fetting fun 
« My endlefs worlhip ftiall be ftill begun. 360 

'* And, oh I permit the gloom of folemn night 
<« To facrcd thought may forcibly invite. 
*' When this world *s fhut, and awful planets rife, 
« Call on our minds, and raife them to the (kies; 
** Compoie our fouls with a lefs dazzling iight, 365 
*' And Ihew all nature in a milder light; 
« How every boifterous thought in calms fubfides ! 
«« How the fmooth'd ipirit into goodnefs glides ! 
*« O how divine ! to tread the milky way, 
** To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 370 

" His 
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^ His court admire, or for his favour fue, 
" Or leagues of friendlhip with His faints renew; 
" Pleas'd to look down, and fee the world afleep, 
<« While I long vigils to its Founder keep ! 

" Canft Thou not ihake the centre? Ohcontroul, 375 
*< Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul: 
" Thou, who canft ftill the raging of the flood, 
" Reftrain the various tumults of my blood; 
*' Teach me, with equal firmnefs, to fuilain 
" Alluring pleafure, and affaulting pain. 380 

** O may X pant for Thee m each delire ! 
«' And with ftrong faith foment the holy fire ! 
«* Stretch out my foul in hope, and grafp the prize, 
«« Which in Eternity's deep bofom lies ! 
^* At the Great Day of recompence behold, 385 

" Devoid of fear, the fatal Booi unfold! 
« Then wafted upward to the blifsful feat, 
*' From age to age, my grateful fong repeat; 
*' My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour fee, 
^ And rival angels in the praife of Thee.*' 390 
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•*' Effc quoque in Fatis remihifcicur, afFore tempus, 
" Quo mare, quo tcllus, correptaque rcgia coeli 
" Ardeat; & mondi moles qperofa laboret.^ 

Ovid. Mst^ 

npHE book unfolding; the refplendentfeat 
^ Of faints and angels ; the tremendous fate 

Of guilty fouls ; the gloomy realms of woe ; 

And all the 'horrors of the world belowj 

I next prefume to iing: What yet remains 5 

Demands my laft, but mod exalted drains. 

And let the Mufe or now afFed the fky. 

Or in inglorious (hades for ever lie. 

She kindles, Ihe^s inflam'*d fo near the ^oal; 

She mounts, fhe gains upon the ilarry pole ; f t» 

The world grows lefs as Ihe purfues her flight. 

And the fun darkens to her dillant fight. 

Heaven opening, all its facred pomp difplays. 

And overwhelms her wdth the rufhing blaze! 

The triumph rings ! archangels fhout around ! i^ 

And.echoing nature lengthens out the found I 
Ten thoufand trumpets no<w at once advance; 

Koiv deeped filence lulls th« vaft expanfe : 

So 
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So deep the iilence, and fo ftrong the blail, 

Ai nature 'dyM, when (he had groan'd her laft. 20 

}ioT mzn, nor angeU moves ; tiie Judge on high 

Looks round, and with his glory fills the (ky: 

Then on the fatal book his hand he lays. 

Which high to view fupporting feraphs raife ; 

In folemn form the rituals are preparM, 25 

The feal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my foid, (oh fall to fudden prayer. 

And let the thought fink deep !) (halt thou be there f 

See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand;) 30 

How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obfcene, 
What more than death in every face and mien ? 
With what diftrefs, and glarings of affright. 
They (hock the iieart, and turn away the fight ? 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 35 

And tell the horrid fecrets of the foul. 
Each gefture mourns, each look is black with care. 
And -every groan is loaden with defpair. 
fiieader, if guilty, fpare the Mufe, and find 
A truer image pidur'd in thy mind. 4© 

Shouldft thou behold thy brother, father, wife. 
And Idl the foft companions of thy life, 
Whofe blended interefis level'd at one ain^ 
Whofe mix'd defires fent up one common flame. 
Divided far; thy wretched Self alone 4^ 

Caft on the left, of all whom thou haft known ; 
How would it wound ? What millions wouldft thou give 
For One more trial. One more day to lii'e ? 

Vol. T,X. D Fhv.g 
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Flung back in time an liour, 9, moment's fpace. 

To grafp with eagerncfs the mean;i of Grace; 50 

Contend for mercy with a pious xagc. 

And in that moment to redeem an age ? 

Drive back the tide, fufpend a dorm in air,. . 

Arrefl the Sun; but ftill of this defpair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiaUe a grace! 55 

Their Maker's image frefii in every face ! 
What purple bloom my raviih'd foul admires. 
And their eyes fparkJing with immortal fires 1 
Triumphant beauty ! charms that rife above 
This world, and in bleft angels kindle love ! 60 

To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn* 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 
Its flafh fuftain, againil its terror rife. 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are thefe the forms that moulder'd in the dull f 65 
Oh the tranfcendent glory of die j oft! 
Yet (till fome thm remains of fear and doabt, 
Th' infedled brightnefs of their joy pollute. 

Thus the chaifce bridegroom, when the prieA drawn 
nigh. 
Beholds his blefling with a trembling eye, 70 

Feels doubtful paflions throb m every vein. 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain. 
Left (till fome intervening chance fhonld rife. 
Leap forth at once, and fnatch the golden prise; 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it fo late, 75 

And ftab him in the criiis of his fate. 

Since 
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^ince Adam's family^ from firft to lad. 
Now into one diftinSt furvey is cafl; 
Look round, vain-glorious Mufe, and yon whoe'er 
Devote yourfclves to fame, and think her fair; 80 
Look round, and feek the lights of human race, 
AVIiore ihining sl&s Timers brightefl annals grace ; 
A^o founded fe£b; crowns conquered, or reiign'd; 
<}ave names to nations ; or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low; 85 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with vaft fleets, as with a mighty chain. 
Could bind the madness of the roaring main: 
All lofl ? all undiftinguiih'd ? no-where found ? 
How will this tnith in Bourbon's palace found ? 90 

That hour, on wldch th' Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix*d his eye. 
Whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy^d^ 
Continued, alter'd, threatened, or deftroy'd; 
Southern or eaftem fceptre downward hurPd, pj 

Gave north or weft dominion o'er the world; 
The point of time, for which the world wai Wilt, 
For which the blood of God himfelf was fpil£. 
That dreadful moment is arrived— 

Jloft, the feats of blifs their pomp difplay too 

Brighter than brightnefs, this diftinguifli'd da^; 
Lefs glorious, when of old th* eternal Son 
From realms of night 4*eturh'd with trophies won : 
Through heaven's high gates, when he triumphant rode» 
And (hottting angels hail'd the vi&or God, 105 

D 2 HoiTors» 
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Horrors, beneath^ darknefs in darknefs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad fulphureous tide. 
Expands its jaws, moil dreadful to fnrvey, no 

And roars outrageous for the deflin'd prey. • 

The fons of light fcarce unappall'd look down. 
And nearer prefs heaven's everlafting throne. 

Such is the fcene; and one fhort moment *8 fpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 1 1 j 
Proceed who. dares ! — 1 tremble as I .write; 
The whole creation fwims before my fight: 
I fee, I fee, the Judge's frowning brow; 
Say not, 'tis diftant j I behold it now^ 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 120 

My foul recoils at the ftupendous woe ; 
That wo^ thoie pangs, which from the guilty breaft. 
In thefe, or words like thefe, fhall be exprefl. 

'* Who bttrft the barriers of my peaceful grave i 
** Ah ! cmel death, that would no longer fave, 125 
•* But^rudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
** And caft me out into the wrath of God; 
** Where ihrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
«< And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
•* Our only fong; black fire's malignant light, 130 
«« The fole refrefkment of the biased fight. 
** Mufl all thofe powers, heaven gave me to fupply 
"'My foul with pleafure, and bring-in my joy, 
** Rife up in arms againft me^ join the foe» 
** Sflfh reafimt mmory, increafe my woe ? 135 

« And 
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• And (hall my vcnce^ ordain'd on hymns to dwell> 

• Corropt ttx grooms, and blow the fires of hell ?. 
^ Oh ! maft I look with terror on my g^> 

" And with exiftence oi^f m^xatpain? 
•* What ! no reprieve, no leaft indulgence giveo^ 140 
*' No beam of hq)e, from any point of heaven ! 
** Ah Mercy I Mercy ! art thou dead above ? 

• Is Love extmguiih'd in the Source of Love ? 

" Bold that I am, did heaven ftoop down to hell? 
** Th' expiring Lord of life my ranfom feal ? 145 

" Have I not been induftrious to provoke? 
** From his embraces obftinately broke ? 
** Porfued, and panted for his mortal hate, 
f Earned my deftrudtion, labour'd out my fate ? 
" And dare I on extinguiOi-'d Love exclaim ? 150 

^ Take, take full vengeance, roaze the ilackening flame; 
•* JufI: is my lot — but oh !- muft it tranfcend 
^ The reach of time, defpair a diftant end? 
*« ¥^th( dreadful growth fhoot forward, and arifc, 
*• Where thought can't follbw^and bold fancy dies 1155 

*< NEVER ! where falls the foul at that dread found? 
•^ Down an abyfs how dark, and how profound ? 
«* Down, down, (I ftill am falling, horrid pain !) 
<« Ten thoufand thoufand fathoms ftill remain; 
«• My plunge but ftill begun — And this for fm ! 160 
« Could I offend, if 1 had never been, 
*' But ftill increased the fenfelefs happy mafs, 
« Flow'din the ftream; or (hiver'd in the grafs ? 

" Father of mercies ! why from filent earth- 
^ Didfl th6u awake, and curfe me into birth,. 11^5 
D 3 •' Tear 
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«« Tear me from qiiiet» ravifh me from mgktr 
<« And make a thanklcfs prefent of thy light I 
** Pufh into being a reverfe of Thee, 
*« And animate a ckkl witkmiiery ? 

« The beaiU are happy ; they come fi>rtb, and keep tj9 
^ Short watch on earthy and then lie dovm to fleep. 
^ Pain is for man; and oh ! how vail a pain 
" For crimes, which made the God-head bleed in vain? 
*' Annuird his groans, as far as in them lay> 
** And flung his agonies,^ and deaths away ? 175 

"As our dire puniihment for ever ftrong,. 
** Our conflitution top for ever young. 
" Curs'd with returns of vigour, fHll the iamc 
•♦ Powerful to bear, and iatisfy die fiance : 
*' Still to be caught, and Hill to be purCued I 180 

" To perifti Itill, and (till to be renew'd ! 

" And this. My Help ! My God! at thy decree I 
*♦ Nature b chang'd, and htll fhouldyiffcar me. 
** And canft Thou then look down from perfedl biifs, 
** And fee me plunging in the dark abyfs ? 185 

" Calling Thee Father, in a fea of fire ? 
" Or pouring blafphemies at Thy defire ? 
*' With mortals anguiih wilt Thou raife Thy name, 
" And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ? 

*' Thou> who canft .tofs the planets to and firo, 190 
" Contraft not Thy great vengeance to my woe 5 
*' Cru(h worlds ; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay ; 
" On me Almighty wrath is caft away. 
" Call back Thy thunders. Lord, hold-in Thy rage, 
^^ Nor with a /peck of wretchedneft ^a^a^e : 195 
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*' Forget me qnitf , nor ftooip a womt tu blame f 
f Bat loie iiie ki the greatnefs of Thy name. 
" Thou art all Lore, aH Mcrcy> all Divine,. 
" And ihall I iftake thofe glories ceafe to fhine ? 
^ Shall finful man grow great by his oiFence> 20^ 
^ And firam its courfe turn back Omnipotence ? 
** Forbid it I and oh! grant. Great Gotiy atleaft 

* This one, this ilender, almoft no requefl; 
*' When i have wq>t a thoufand lives away, 

" When torment is grown weary of its prey, aoj 

* When I have x^y'd ten thoofand years in firCf 
" Ten thoufand thouiand, let me then expire." 

Deep angiuih ! but too late;, the hopeleft foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool^ 
Though loth, and ever loud blafpheming, owns zio 
He *s jufUy doom'd to pour eternal groans ; 
£nclos'd with horrors,, andtransfix'd with pain. 
Rolling in vengeance, ftruggling with his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempefb; to implore 
The raging Hame to give its burnings o'er;. 2x5 

To toisj to writhe, to pant beneath his load. 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favoured of their Judge in triumph move. 
To take polTeflion of their thrones aboye;.. 
Satan's accurs'd defertion to fupply, .220 

And fill the vacant ftations of the fHy ; 
Ag^ to kindle long-extinguifh'd rays, . 
And with new lights dilate the heavenly blaze > 

D 4 To 
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To crop the rofes of immortal youth. 

And drink the fountsdn-head of (acred, truth ; 2Zf 

To fwim in feas of Uifs,. to ttrike the ftring* 

And lift the voice to their Almighty Ki n g j 

To lofe eternity in grateful lay8> 

And fill heaven's wide circumference with praife* 

But I attempt the wondrous. height in vain^- 230^ 
And leave unfiniih'd the too lofty ftrain : 
What boldly 1 begin, let others end ; 
My ftrength exhaufted, fainting I defcend. 
And cKufe a lefs, but no ignoble thcme^ 
DifTolving elements, and worlds, in flame. ^35 

The fatal period, the great hour, i* come. 
And nature fhrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and all 
Heaven's terrors in array furround the ball ; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors Waze confpire, 240 
And, darted downward, fet the world on fire; 
Black rifing clouds the thtcken'd j£ther choke. 
And fpiry flames dart through the rolling fmoke. 
With keen vibrations cut the fullen night. 
And ftrike the darken'd iky with dreadful light ; 245 
From heaven's four regions, with immortal force. 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courfe, 
T' enrage the flame : It fpreads, it foars on high. 
Swells in the ftorm, and billo*/s through the Iky : 
Here winding pyramids of fire afcend,. 25a 

Cities and defarts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes waftied, overwhelm 
The fpacious face of a far diftant xe^im \ 
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..Tbre» «ideraun*d» down rafh eternal hills. 
The lieighboiinng vales the vaft de&udion fills. 235 
Hear'ft thou that dreadful crack i that found which 

broke 
Uke peals of thunder, and the centre fhooki 
What wonders muft that groan of nature tell I 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas> fell ; 
Which feemM above the reach of fate to ftand, 260 
A towering monument of God's right hand ; 
Now dull and fmoke, whoie brow, & lately, fpread 
O'er fhelter'd countries its diifuiive fhade» 
Shew me that celebrated fpot, where all 
The various rulers of the fever'd ball 265 

Have humbly fought wealth,, honour, and redrefs>. 
That land which heaven ieem'd diligent to blefs. 
Once calTd Bntannia i Can her glories end ? 
And can't furrounding feas her realms defend I 
Aks ! in flames behold furroundmg feas ! 270 

Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel, fay where ran proud Afia's bound I 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where ftretch'd wafte Libya? Where did India's ftere 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 275 

Each loft in each, their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all diiFolv'd, one fiery deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarclues ate join'd» 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whatever or fwims, or walks> or flies, 280 
Inhabitants of fea, or earth, or ikies; 
All on whom Adam's wUdom fix'd a Baxnfi» 
AU plunge, aadpenOi in the coiupiexms &amt« 



^VK^ 



^ YOUNO'S POEM& ' 

This glbbe alon^ woold but defrtud t)ie fii«^ 
SUrve its derouiing rage : the flakes aQ)ife» M8f 

And catehthe dduds> and makethe hestVens tlieir pfeyV 
The fun, the moon, the ftars, all melt away; 
All, all is loft ; no monument, no ilgii. 
Where onte fo pfou^y blai'd the gay machiiie. 
So bubbles on the foaming ftream expire, 19b 

So fpaHcs that fcattef from the kindling fire ; ' 
The devaihitions o( One dreadful hour 
The Great Creator's Six days work devour. 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet One /oul 
Has more to hoaft,^ aiid far outweighs the whole ; 295. 
Exalted ia fuperior excellence, 
Cafts down to nothing, fuch a vafl expence. 
Have you not feen th' eternal mountains nod> 
An earth diflblving^ a defcending God ? 
What ftrange furprisi^s through all nature ran ? 300 
For whom thefe revolutions, but for Man f 
For him. Omnipotence new meafures takes,. 
For him> through all eternity, awaken; 
Pours on him gifts fufiicient to fupply 
Heaven's lofs» and with frefh glories fill the fky» 305 

Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art ; 
Pay thyfelf homage with a trembling heart ; 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglefl. 
Slighting thyfelf, aiFront not God's refped^. 
Enter the facred temple of thy breaft, 310 

And gaze, and wander there, a ravifti'd gueft ; 
G&zt on thofe hidden treafures thou (halt find> 
Wander tbXQV^h all the glones of tV^ TX3cai^% 
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Of perfed knoivledge, fee, the dawning light 

Foreteb a noon moft exquiiitety bright ! 315^ 

lkre> fprings of endlefs joy are breaking forthl 

Tbere^ buds the promife of celeftial worth i 

Worth, which mufl ripen in a happier clime. 

And brighter Sux, beyond the bounds of time. 

Thou, Minor 9 canft not guefs thy vail eftate,. 329 

What ftores> on foreign coafts» thy landing wait : . 

Lofe not thy claim, let virtue's path be trod ; 

Thus glad all heaven, and pleafe that bounteous God» 

Who, to light thee to pleafures, hung on high 

Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the fky : 325. 

^at fervice done, its beams Ihall fade away. 

And God fhine fioith in one Eternal D ax. 



THE 



r H E 
FORCE OF RELIGION; 

O R, 

VAN QJUI SHED LOVE. 

A 

POEM. 

IN TWO BOOKS. 
** Gratior k, polclvo tcbmim in eorpore virtus.*' Virg. 



I 47 3 

THE FORCE OF RELIGION; 

O R, 

VANQUISHED LOVE. 

BOOK L 

^ ■ Ad cfldam ardcntia lumina toUens, 

** Lumixu; nam teneras arcebant vincula paimas.'* 

Viae. 

FROM lofty themes, from thoughts that foarM on 
high. 
And open'd wondrous {cenes above the iky. 
My Mafe descend : Indulge my fond deiire; 
With fofter thoughts my meltmg foul infpire. 
And (inooth my numbers to a female's praife : r 

A partial world will liilen to my lays. 
While Anna reigns, and fets a female name 
Unnval'd in die glorious lifb of fame. 

Hear, ye kk daughters of this happy land, 
Whofe radiant eyes the vanquifh'd world command, lo 
Virtue is Beauty : But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 
When jeuth makes fuch bright objeds ftill more bright, 
Axid/ertuui fets them in the ftrongeft light ; 
Tis all of heaven that we below may view, 15 

And all, but Adoration, is your due. 

Fam'd female virtue did dits ifle adorn. 
Ere Ormonde or her glorious Q«eao» wa« bom : 

When 
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When now Maria's powerful arms prevailed* 

And haughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd, 29 

The beauteous daughter of great Su^Fblk's race> 

In blooming youth adom'd with every grace ; 

Who gain'd a crown by treafon not ker own* 

And innocently fill'd another's throne ; 

Hurl'd from the fummit of imperial {tzte, 25 

With equal mind fuftain^d the ilroke of face* 

But how will Guildford, her hi dearer part. 
With manly reafon fortify his heart ? 
At once fhe longs, and is afraid to Anow : 
Now fwift (he moves, and now advances flow, 30 
To find her lord ; and, finding, pafifes by, 
.Silent with fear, nor dares fhe meet his eye ; 
Lefl that, unafk'd, in fpeechlefs gne£, difdofe 
Tiie mournfy fecret of his inward woes. 
Thus, after ficknefs, doubtful of her fauct, 25 

The melancholy virgin fhuns the ^lafs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look ferene. 
And forrow foften'd by her heavenly mien^ 
She clafps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents inelt upon her tongue ; 43 

Gentle, and fweet, as vernal Tkphyr blows. 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rofe. 

«< Grieve not, my lord ; a crown indeed is lofl ; 
'< What far outfhines a crown, we ftill may boaft; 
«' A mind compos'd ; a mind that can difdain 4 j 

« A fruitlefs forrow for a lofs fo vain. 
«« Nothing b lofs that virtue can improve 
«« To wealth eternal ; and return above ; 
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^ Above, where no diiHndlion ihall be known 

^ Twrixt him whom ilorms have (haken from atkrone* 50 

^ And him> who» balking in the fmiles of fate. 

''Shone forth in ^ the fjdendor of the great: 

" Nor can I £nd the difference here below; 

^ 1 latefy was a Queen^; I ftill am fo^ 

" While Guildford's Wife : Thee rather I tffo> 55 

**Than o'er mankind extend imperial fway. 

" When we lie down in fome obfcure retreat. ' 

^* Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; 

" And I to death my duty will improve. 

" And what you mifs in empire, add in love— « 60. 

*' Yonr God-like ibul is open'd in your look. 

" And I have faintly your great meaning fpoke. 

*' For this alone Tm pleased I wore the crown. 

"* To find with what content we lay it down. 

^* Heroes may win, but 'tis a heavenly race 65 

*' Can quit a throne with a becoming grace/' 

Thus %oke the .feireft of her fex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord-; whofe boding bofom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would buril. and fhed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltlefs head : 70 

Too juft, alas, the terrors which he felt ! 
For, lol a-guard!— Forgive him, if he melt- 
How fharp her pangs, when fevered from his fide. 
The moft fincerely lov'd, and loving bride. 
In fpace xonfin'd, the Mufe forbears to tell; 75 

Deep was her anguiih. but (he bore it well. 

Voi. LX. E Hk 
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His p^ was equal, bat his virtue lefs ; 

He thought in grief there could be no excels* 

Penfive he fat, o'crcaft with gloomy carcj 

And often: fondly clafp'd his abfent fair; So 

Now, filent, wander'd through his rooms of ftatc. 

And ficken'd at their pomp, and tax*d his fate; 

Which thus adorn'd, in all her fhining ftbre, 

A fplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 

Now on the bridal- bed his eyes were caft, 85 

And anguilh fed on his enjoyments pad; 

Each recoUeded pleafure made him fmart. 

And every tranfpbrt ilabb'd him to the heart. 

That happy moon, which fummon'd to delight. 
That moon \vhich fhone on his dear nuptial night» 90 
Which faw him fold her yet untafted charms 
(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms; 
Nt)w fees the tranfient bleffing fleet away. 
Empire and Love ! the viiion of a day. 

Thris, in lh6 Britifh clime, a fummer-ltorm 95 

Will oft the fmiling face of heaven deform ; 
The winds with violence at once defcend. 
Sweep flowers and fruits, and make the foreft bend; 
A fudden winter, while the fun is near, 
O'ercomefe the feifon, and inverts the year. lod 

But^i^ther is the captive borne away. 
The beauteofjts captive, from the chearful day ? 
The fcenc b chang'd indeed; before her eyes 
ill-boding loc^s iand ilnknown hortrors rife: 
For pomp and fpletdor, for her guard and trowii» 105 
A gloomy dungeon, and a kccper'a frown: 
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Black tkottghts each morn invade thd Lover's htt^ft, 

Bach night, a ruffian locks the Qneeh to rek* 
Ah mottrnfid change, if judg'd by vulgar Minds ! 

Bst Suffblk^s daughter its advantage finds. l lo 

Religion's force divine is beft difplay'd 

In deep defertion of all human aid: 

To fuccour in extremes, is her delight. 

And chear the heart, when terror ftrikes the fight. 

We, difbelieving our own fenfes, gaze, 115 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can raife 

To triumph o'er misfortunes, fmile in grief. 

And comfort thofe who come to bring relief; 

Wt gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay. 

And all the world's vain glories fade away, 12©' 

Againfl: her cares fhe rais'd a dauntlefs mind. 

And with an ardent heart, but moft refign'd. 

Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 

Amid the iilence of her dark retreat, 

Addrefs'd her God — '* Almighty Power Divine I 125 

«* *Tis Thine to raife, and to deprefs, is Thine; 

•* With honour to light up the name unknown, 

w Or to put out the luilre of a throne, 

•* In my fliort fpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 

•5 ,^nd though with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 1 5* 

« I'll bear it well: (O ftrengthen me to bear !) 

" And if my piety may claim thy care; 

** If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 

** And tumult of a court, a Future State; 

«« O favour^ when thy mercy I implore 135 

«' For imt who »ever gmtty iceptre borc I 
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•«' *Twa8 I rccciv*d the cromi; my lord is frccl 

'^* If it muft fall> let vengeance fall on me. 

*^ Let himfarvive, his country's name to raife, 

*'.And in a guilty land to -/peak Thy praife! 140 

*' O may th* indulgence of SL/4tihir*$ love, 

*' Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 

** li the/e arc fafe, I'll think my prayers fucceed, 

•• And blefs thy tender mercies, whilft I blecd.'^ 

•Twas now the mournful eveJaefore that day 145 
In which the queen to her full wrath gave way; 
Through rigid juftice, rufli'd into offence. 
And drank in zeal the blood of innocence: 
The fun went down in clouds, and ieem'd to .mourn 
The fad neceflity of his return; 150 

The hollow wind, and melancholy rain* 
Or did, or wasimagin'd to, complain: 
The tapers caft an inaufpicious lights 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet innocence in chains can take her reft; 155 
Soft Dumber gently creeping tljrough her Weaft, 
She finks; and in her deep is re-inthron'd> 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her fleets and armies, feas and land. 
And flretches wide her (hadow of command : 160 

With royal purple is her vifion hung ; 
By phantom hoAs are fhouts of conqueils rung; 
Low at her feet the fuppliant rival lies ; 
Our prifoner mourns her fate, and bids her rife. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 165 

4}hic*i on the hills, and weftward caft the (hadej 
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The bufy trades in cities had. beg^ 

To found, and fpeak the painful life of man. 

In tyrants breafts the thoughts of vengeance rouze. 

And the fond bridegroom, turns him to his fpoufe. 17a 

At this firft birth of light*, while morning breaks. 

Our fpoufelefs bride,, our widowM wife, awakes; 

Awakes, and fmiles ; nor night's impoilure blames ;. 

Her r^tf/ pomps were little more thandreams j 

A fbort-liv'd blaze, a lightning quickly o'er,. 17^ 

That dy'd in birth, that (hone,, and was no more: 

She turns her fide, and foonrefumes a (bite. 

Of mind, well fuited-to her alter'd fate. 

Serene, though feiious ; when dread tidings come 

(Ah wretched Guilford ! ) • of her inilant doom.. 1 80 

Sun, hide thy beams:, in clouds as black as night 

Thy face involve ; be guiltlefs of the fight j. 

Or hade more fwiftly to the weftern main ^ 

Nor let her blood the confcious day-light ftain !^ 

Oh! how fevere !. tofall fo new a; bride,, 185 

Yet bldhing from the prieft,. in youthful pride; 
When tinae had juft matur'd each perfedl grace,.. 
And open 'd all the wonder-s of her face I. 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief,. 
Fond of his woe, and obitinate in.griefl. i^ 

Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew„ 
(Vsdn promised bleffings)^ vanifli^ from- her view;. 
No train of chearful days,, endearing, nights. 
No fweet domeftic joys, and chafte delights; 
Pleafures that blofTonv ev^h fronidbubts and fears; 195, 
And blifs and- rapture rifing out oi cares.:. 
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No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 

Li^'d on her knee, or fmiling in her face; 

Who, when her deareftfathir Ihall return. 

From pouring tears on her untimely urn, io< 

Might comfort to his iilver hairs impart. 

And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 

As where fruits fall, quick- rifmg bloflbms fmile. 

And the bleft Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain thefe various reafons jointly prefs, 2e( 

To blacken death, and heighten her diftrefs ; 
She, through th* encircling terrors, darts her fight 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal light. 
And fills her foul with peace : To weeping friends 
"i^^x father, and her /o»*d', Ihe recommends; 2i< 

Unmov'd herfelf : Her foes her air furvey. 
And rage to fee their malice thrown away. 
She foars ; now nought on earth detains her care- 
But Guilford; who ftillftruggles for his fhare. 
Still will his form importunately rife, 211 

Clog and retard her tranfport to the (kies ; 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight. 
Now catch the brand with a returning light. 
Thus her foul onward from the feats above 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love : 22< 

At length ftie conquers in the doubtful field ; 
That Heaven flie feeks will be her Guilford's fhield. 
Now death is welcome; his approach is flow; 
'Tis tedious bnger to expedt the blow. 

Oh! mortals, fhort of fight, who think the paft 22 
O'erhlown misfortune ftUl thalii ^ to\t xbt M.; 
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Alas ! imfliMtiS^ tr^Vf I in a u^ipj -> 

And oft m life fprja t^ne perpetqjil clj»in5 

Fear bwrif» frar, ^nd ills oa ills atte^i* 

Tin life and forrow Q^e^ t onp ppnunon end* 2}C^ 

She thinks th^\ flip h^ npngh( btf t dp*th ^o ft v. 

And death is conqi^er'd. Worfe than de^t)i i^ n^^ 

lier rigid tri^s are not yet complete ; 

The news arrived of her "great father's f^tc. 

iifi fees his hpary head; all white with age^ 231- 

A vidim to th' oficndcd monarch'? rage. 

How great the x^cxcy, had ihe breath'd her h^. 

Ere the dire fentence on her father paft I 
A fondei* parent nature never knew ; 
And as his age increas'4> his fondnefs grew. 249 

A parent's love ne'er better was beftow'd; 
The piou3 daughter in her heart overflow'd. 
And can (he from all weaknefs ftill refrain ? 
And itill the firn^nefs of her fou} maintain f 
4m^offible 1 a figh will force its way ; ^4j 

One patient tear her n^ortal birth betr?;y; 
She fighs an4 weeps ! b(it fo fhp wee^s ^nd figHs* 
As filent dews defcend, gind vappurs rife. 

Celeffel Patience I hpw dpil thou defeat 
T)ike foe's proud menace^ and elude his hate ? 25^, 
While Paffion takes his part> betrays our peace; 
To death aj)d torture fwells each flight dilgraQC^ 
By not oppo^g, thou doil ills defbroy. 
And weaj t^y conquer'4 forrows into joy. 
Hwrjhe revolves within her an^ous mil^4' .^55 

What woe ftill Yngers m refery^ behind* 
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briefs life on ^rieft, and (he can fee na bound;. 

While nature lafts>- and can receive a wound. 

The fword is drawn : The queen to rage mdin'd, 

if mercy> los by piety*, confin'd. 260 

What mercy can the Zealot's heart afTuage, 

Wkofe piety itfelf converts to rage? 

She thought, and figh'd. And now the Uood began 

To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 

New forrow dimm'd the luftre of her eye, 265 

And on her cheek the fading rofes die. 

Alas ! ihouid Guilford too — ^when now flic's brought 

To that dire view, that precipice of thought. 

While there flie trembling flands> nor dares look down> 

Nor can recede, till heaven's decrees are known; 270 

Cure of all ills, till now her lord appears—* 

But not to chear her heart and dry her tears ! 

Not now, as ufual, like the rifing day,. 

To chafe the fhadows and the damps away: 

But, like a gloomy ftorm at once to fweep 275 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his robes, dejeded was his air. 

His voice was frozen by his cold defpair : 

Slow, like a.ghoil, he mov'd with.folemn pace ; 

A dy|ng palenefs fat upon his face. 2So 

Back /he recoil'd, (he (mote her lovely breafl,. 

Her eyes the anguifh of her heart confefs'd ; 

Struck to the foul, (he ftagger'd with the wound. 

And funk, a breathlefs image, to the ground. 

Thus the feir lily, when the fky's o'ercafl, 2S5 

At £rR bat ibudders ia the feeble bM^ 
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Batwlien the winds and weighty rains defcend. 
The &ir and upright ftem is forc'd to bend ; 
mi broke at length, its fnowy leaves are flied; 
And ftrew with dying fweets their native bed* 290 
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BOOK II. 

•* Hie pictatis honos ? iic nos in fceptra reponis ?'* 

VlR^. 

TJ E R Guilford clafps her, beautiful in death, 
•*^ And with a kifs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blaft expire, 
A lighted taper, touched, reftores the fire : 
She rear'd her fwimming eye,^ and faw the light, 5 
And Guilford too, or Ihe had loath'd the fight : 
Her/atJber's death (he bore, defpis'd her «w«. 
But now ihe mufl, ihe will, have leave to groan : 
Ah ! Guilford, ihe began, and would have fpokej 
But fobs rufh'd in, and every accent broke : 10 

Reafon itfelf, as gufts of paflion blew, 
Was ruffled in the tempeft, and withdrew. 

So the youth lofl his ima^e in the well. 
When tears upon the yielding furface fell : 
The fcatter*d features flid into decay, 15 

And fpreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the foft affefiions, and controul 
The manly temper of the braveft fouU 

Vhat 
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Wliat with zMGtei beauty can cempuirty 

Apd dreps of love diftilliBg from the fair? 20 

It melts us down; our pains delight beilewi 

And we with fondnefs languiih o'er our woe. 

This Guilford prov'd; and, with excefs of pam^ 
And pleafure too, did to his bofom ftrain 
The weq>ing fair: funk deep in foft defire, 2j 

Inddg'd Ms love, and nurs*d the raging fire : 
Then tore lumfelf away; and, landing wide. 
As fearing a relapfe of fondneis, cryM> 
With ill-diflembled grief; « My life, forbear! 
*f You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear : jo» 
•* Did you not chide my grief? Reprefs your own; 
" Nor want compaffion for yourfiif alone : 
** Have you behdd> how, from the diftant main> 
" The thronging waves roll on, a numerous train, 
*' And foam, and bellow, till they reach the (hore; 35 
*' There burft their noify pride, and are no more; 
** Thus the fucce/five flows of huntan race, 
<' Chas'd by the coming, the preceding chafe ; 
•* They found, andfwell, their haughty heads they rear j 
'* Then fall, and flatten, break, and difappear* 4» 
" Life is a forfeit we muft fhortly pay^ 
" And Where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
•• Why (hould you mourn my fate? 'Tis moft unkind; 
«' Your own you bore with an unihaken mind: 
•* And which, can you imagine, was the dart 45 

«< That drank mpft blood, funk deepeft in ray heart I 
«< I cannot live without you; and my doom 
«< I meet with jof^ to /hare qmi GOiaiBaavns&K--^ 
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«' And are again your tears profuTely fpilt ! 

<^ Oh ! then> my kindneis blackens to my guilt;. 50 

*' It foils itfelf, if it recall your pain ; 

« Life of my life,, t beg you to refrain ! 

<< Tbe load which fate impofes, you increafe; 

«* And help Maria to deflroy my peace*^. 

But, oh I againft himfelf his labour turn'd; 5^ 

The more He comforted, the more She moum'd: 
Compaflion (wells our grief; words foft and kind 
But footh our weaknefs» and diiTolve the mind: 
Her forrow flowed in ftreams; nor Her's alone. 
While That he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 60 

Where are the (iniles ihe wore, when ihe, fo late, 
Hail'd him great partner of the regal ilate; 
When orient gems around her temples blaz'd. 
And bending, nations on. the glory gazM ? 

'Tis now. the Queen^s command, they both retreat, 65 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in flate : 
She forms the iiecent mifery with joy. 
And loads with, pomp the wretch, ihe would deftroy. 
A fpacious hall is hung with black; all light 
Shut out, and noon-4ay darken'd into night. 70 

From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high. 
Like a dim crefcent in a clouded iky : 
Itfheds a quivering melancholy gloom. 
Which only (hews the darknefs of the room. 
A ihining ax is on the table laid ; 75 

A dreadful fight ! and glitters through the (hade 

In this fad fcene the lovers are confin'd ; 
A fccne ofterrotSy to a guilu; mind I 
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^ fcene, that would have dampM with riiing cares. 
And qaite extinguiik'd, every love but theirs. 80 

Wkt can they do ? They fix their moumfkl «yes— 
Then Guilford, thus abruptly; '« I de^ife 

* An empire loft^ I fling away the crown; 

^ Numbers have laid that bright delufion down ; 

* But where*s the Charles, or Diodefian where, S5 
" Could ^juit the bloomii\g, wedded, weeping fair? 

'* Oh ! to dwell ever on thy Up I to Ibmd 

'^ In full pofleflkon of thy fnowy hand ! 

** And, through th' unclouded cryftal of tlune eye, 

*» The heavenly treafures of the mind to fpy ! go 

«« Till capture reafon happily deflroys, 

«< And my foul wanders through immortal joys ! 

** Give me the world, and dk me, Where's my blifs ? 

•« I clafp thee to my breafl, and anfwer, TXw. 

« Andihallthegrave^'— Hegroans,andcannomofe; 95 

But all her charms in filence traces o*er; 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought; 

And, wondermg, fees, in fad prtfaging thought. 

From that fau* neck, that world of beauty fall. 

And roll along the dull, a ghaftly ball ! 100 

Oh ! let thofe trembiey who are greatly blefsM ! 
For who, but Guilford, could be thus difbefsM? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flowery meadows, and frcmi rooms of flate; 
Kor think I «all, your*pleafures to defhtiy, 105 

But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not; but, fmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Brave or Fadt« 
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Wm erer flick k nKWnfdl, moivlxigi fight? 
See» if you cm, by tliat duU^ tfembiing, light: iia 
!Now they embrace i andt mix'd with bitter woe^ 
Like Ifis and her Thames, one ftream they flow: 
Now they ftart wide; fix'd in benumbing care. 
They ftifFen in^o flatues of defpair : 
Now, tenderly fevere, and fiercely kind, 115" 

They ruih at once ; they fiing their cares behind. 
And clafp, as if to death; new vows repeat; 
And, quite wrapp'd-up in love, forget their fate. 
A fhort delttfidn ! for the raging pain 
Returns ; and their poor hearts mufl bleed again. 120 

Mean time, the Queen new cruelty decreed; 
But, ill content that they (hould only bleed, 
A prieft is fent ; who, with infidious art, 
Inftills his poifon into Suffolk's heart ; 
And Guilford drank it : Hanging on the breafl, 125 
He from his childhood was with Rome pofiTeft. 
When now the miniftcrs of death draw nigh. 
And in her deareft lord (he firil mufl die. 
The fubtle priei^ who long had watch'd to find 
The mod unguarded paifes of her mind, 130 

fiefpoke her thus: " Grieve not; 'tis in your power 
^« Your lord to refcue from this fatal hour." 
Her bofom pants; fhe draws her breath with pain; 
A fudden horror thrills through every vein ; 
Life feems fttfpended> on his words intent; 13J 

And her foul trembles for the great event. 

The prieA proteeds: *' Embrace the faith of Romei 
^ And ward your own* ymur lord's^ aild finlfiter's doom.' 
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Ve blefled fpirits ! ndw your charge fufbdh; 

T\ic paft was eafe ; now firfi fhe fufFers pain, 140 

^ttft flie pronounce her Other's death ? muft fhe 

&id Guilford bleed ? — ^It muft not, cannot, be. 

It cannot be 1 But *tis the Chriftian's praife, 

-/^bove impofllbilities to raife 

*Xhe weaknefs of our nature ; and deride 14J; 

Of vain philofophy the boafted pride. 

"\Vhat though our feeble finews fcarce impart 

^ moment's fwiftnefs to the feather'd dart; 

Though tainted air our vigorous youth cah break. 

And a chill blaft the hardy warrior (hake, 150 

Yet are we ftrong: Hear the loud tempeft roar 

From eaft to weft, and call us weak no more 1 

The lightning's unrefifted force proclaims 

Our might ; and thunders raife our humble names ; 

*Tis our Jehovah fills the heavens ; as long i jj 

As He (hall reign Almighty, We are ftrong : 

We, by devotion, borrow from his throne ; 

And almoft make Omnipotence our own : 

We force the gates of heaven, by fervent prayer ; 

And call forth triumph out of man's defpair. t6o 

Our lovdy mourner, kneeling, lifts her eye$ 
And bleeding heart, in iilence, to the fkies. 
Devoutly fad^-Then, brightening, like the day. 
When fodden winds fwttp fcatter'd clouds awiy, 
Sluning in majefty, till now unknown ; 16$ 

And breathing life and fpirit fcarce ker own ; 
ShcM rifing> fpeidu: <« If thdfe tbe tsrmfi*^^^" 

^«tft» 
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Here> Guilfbrd^ cruel Guilford, (barbarous man ! 
Ib this thy love ?) as ^vAk as lightning ran; 
0'erwh«lm*d her with tempeftuous forrow ^ught, 47# 
And ftifled, in its birth» the mighty thoughts 
Then burfting frefh into a flood of tears. 
Fierce, refolute, delirious with his fears; 
Ifis 'fears for htt' alone: he beat Ins breads 
And thus the fervour of his foul exprefl: ^75 

^' Oh ! let thy thought 6'er our paft converfc rove, 
'«< And (hew one moment uninflamVl with love ! 
'«« Oh I if thy kindnefs can no longer laf^ 
**iln pity to thyfelf, forget the paft-! 
<' Elfe wilt thou never, void of (hame and fear, ^o 
M Pronounce '^/V doom, whom thou hail held fo dear: 
<« Thou who haft took me to thy arms, and fwore 
«' Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
** That to continuSf was its utmoft power, 
*< And make the future Hke the prefent hour. 485 
« Now call aTuffian; bid his cruel fword 
-" Lay wide the bofom of thy worthlefs lord ; 
«' Transfix his heart (iince you its Iov« difdaim), 
««.And fbun.his honour with m Traitor*! name. 
^ This might perhaps be borne without remorfe; 190 
* But fare si/atJber's pangs will have their force I 
«' Shall his good ago, fo near its journey's end, 
^ Through cmel torment vto the grave deicend? 
« J£s fhallow blood all iflfue at a wound, 
*' Wafh a ilave's feet, andfmoak upon die ground ? 19$ 
*' But he to you has ever beenievere; 
«» Then take your vengeance*'— Suffolk now drew near; 
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"Sending i>eneath the burden of his care ; 

I£s robes negleded* and his head was baire ; 

Decrepit winter, in .the yearly ring» 200 

Thus flowly creeps, to meet the blooming fprii^: 

downward he caft a melancholy look ; 

Thrice turned. 4» hide his grief 4 than faintly /poke, 

f* Now deep in years, and forward in decay. 

•** That ax jcan only rob i»^ of a day^ 3.0% 

•* For thee, my foul's deiire ! I xan't refrain^ 

-** And ihall my tears, my laft tears, flow in vain? 

^ When you ihall know a mother's tender name. 

*'* My heart's di^efs no longer will you blame.^ 

At. this, afar his burlHng groans were heard ; 2,10 

The tears ran trickling down his iilver beard: 

He fnatch'd her hand, which to his tips he preft# 

And bid her plant a dagger in his l>reail; 

Then, finking, call'd her piety unjuft. 

And foll'd his hoaiy temples in the duft. • 2 1 j; 

Hard-hearted men ! will you no mercy know? 
Has the Queen brib'd you to diftrefs her foe? 
O weak deferters to misfortune's part. 
By falfe affedion thus to pierce her heart ! 
When fhe had foar'd. to let your arrows fly. zzo 

And fetch her bleeding from the middle iky ! 
^And can her virtue, fpringing from the ground. 
i^ei flight recover, and difdain the wound. 
When cleaving love, and human interefl. bind 
The broken force of her aipiring mind ; ^225 

As round the generous eagle, whidi in vain 
Exevts her ibength. the ferpent wreaths his traix^ 

Vol. LX. F ^^^ 
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Her ftrugg!ing wings entangles, curiing pEes 
His poifoneus tail, and (tings her as ihe flies ! 

While yet the blow's firft dreadful weight (he feeb^ x 
And with its force her refdutioa reds ; . 
Large doors, unfolding with a noumfiil fownd. 
To view difcaver, weltering om the ground* 
Three headlefs trunks* of chofe whofe arms m^^i^jn 
And in her wars immortal gk>ry gaia'd ; x 

The lifted axaHur'd her ready dooau 
And fikmt mournefs fadden*d all tke room. 
Shall I proceed; or here break oft* my tale? 
Nor truths^ to (dagger human faith, reveal 

She nvet this utmoft malice of her fate z 

With Chriftian dignity^ and pious (late 4 
The bCAfeiftg form's propitious rage (he ble(U 
And all the martyr triumphed in her breaft : 
Her lord ^xAfathtr^ for a moment's fpace. 
She (Iridly folded in her foft embrace! z 

Then thus, iie fpoke, while angels heard on high. 
And fudden gladneis fmil'd along the ^y^ 

** Your over-foodnefs has not mov'd my hate ; 
^< I am wel^ pleas'd you make my death fo great ; 
^. I joy I cannot fave yon ; and have given % 

*' Two lives, much deanr than my own to heaven, 
•* If fo the Queen decrees *:— But I have caufe 
•* To hope my blood will fatisfy the laws ; 
" And there is mercy ftill, for yon, in ftore^ 
** With me the hittcrnc(fl ©f death is o'er. 2 

* Wmt ihe embraces them. 
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^^ He Ihot his fting mthat farewel-embrace; 

'^^ And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 

'•* Then let miftaken ibrrow be iuppreft, 

*** Nor feem to envy my approaching reft.** 

Then, turning to the minifters of fate, 260 

She, (huling, fays, •* My vidory's complete : 

** And tell your Queen, I thank her for the blow> 

** And grieve my gratitude I cannot ftiow : 

** A poor return I leave in England's crown^ 

** For everlafting pleafure, and renown : 265 

** Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 

** Her guilt— the only vengeance in her power.** 

Not Rome, untouched with forrow, heard her fete ; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 
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^KE^SE Satires have been favourably received 
at home and abroad. I am not confcious of the 
haUt maievc^ence to any particular perfon through aU 
the charadlers ; though fome peribns may be fo felfifh 
IS to ^ngrofs a general application to themfelves. A 
Urrker m polite letters ihoidd be cornent with reputa- 
torn; the private amufement he finds in his compofi^ 
lions ; the good influence they have on his feverer flu- 
kes ; that adnkiiHon they g^ve him to his fuperiors ;, 
and the poffible good eflfeft they may have on the pub- 
Mc ; or die he fhould join to his politenefs fome more 
lucradve quafification^ 

But it is poflible^that Satire may not do much goodr 
men may rife in their aiFedUons to their follies, as they 
do to their friends^ when they are abufed by others : It 
is much to be feared^ that mifconduft will never be 
chafed out of the world by Satire^ all therefore that is 
to be faid for it, is,^ that mifcondud will certainly be. 
never chafed out of the world by Satire, if no Satire* 
are written : nor is that term unapplicable to graver 
conxpdiitions.. Ethics,^. Heathen and' Chriflian, and the 
Scriptures themfelves, are, in a gneat meafure, a Satire 
•n the weaknefs and iniquity of men ; and. fome part 
•f -duct Satire, it in verfe too : nay, if^the firfl Ages^; 
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Phifoibph^ and Poetry were the fame thing ; wiiSbm^ 
wore no other drefs : fo that, I hope> thefe Satires wilK 
be the more eaiily pardoned thatLmisfoxXune by the fe- 
ve? c Hi they like not the fafhion, let them take them-^ 
by the weight ; for fome weight they have, or the au- 
thor has failed, in his aim; Nay, Uiftonans themfelv^Sx 
may be coniidered as Satirifts, and Satirifls moflfevere; 
£nce {jidtare moil human a^ons, that to rdati. is to 
expofe them*. 

No man can converie much iii the world, but, at 
what he meets with> he muft either be infenfible, or 
grieve, or be angry, or fniile.. Some paffion (if we ar« 
not impafiive) muit be moved; for. the general condud 
of mankind, is by no means a. thing indifferent to a rear 
fonable' and virtuous man. Now to fmile at it, and*. 
turn it into ridicule, I think moil eligible '^ as. it hurts 
ourfelves leaft, and gives vice and folly the greateft of^- 
fence : and. that for this reafon*; becaufe what men 
aim. at by them, is,, generally, public opinion and 
clleem ; which truth is the fubjeft of the following 
Satires ; and joins them together, as foveral branches 
from the fame root : an unity of deiign, which has 
not, I thuik,^ in a £et of Satires, been, attempted 
before 

Laughing at the mifcondufl of the world,, will, in a. 
great meaiiire, eafe us of any more difagreeable paffion 
about it. One pa£lon is more efFedually driven out 
by another, than by reafon; whatever fome may teach:. 
For tp reafon we owe our pafiioiu * had we not reafon*, 

wc 
I 



PREFACE. 



7y> 



weftodd not be offimded at what we find, amifs: and 
the Cci^ feems not to be the natural cure of any 

Moreover^. Laughmg. Satire bids the faiseil for fuc» 
cefi: the world is too proud to be fond of a. ferious 
tutor; and when an Author is in a paflion> the laughs 
gCDeraOy, as in converfation, turns againil him. This 
load of Satire only has any delicacy in it. Of this 
deEcacy Horace is the befl mailer : he appears in good, 
luunonr while he cenfuresf and therefore his cenfur^i 
itts the more weight,, as fhppofed to proceed from 
jodgmentr not from paffion. Juvenal is ever in a. 
paffionx He has little valuable but his eloq|ience and 
morality: The^ laft of which I have had in my eye; 
bat rather for emulation than imitation,, through my 
whole work. 

But though. I comparatively, condemn Juvenal, in 
part of the iixth Satire (where the occafion moft require 
ed it), I endeavoured, to touch. on his manner; but was 
forced to quit it foon, as difagreeable to the writer, and 
reader too. Boileau has j(nned^0/^ the Roman Satirifts 
with great fuccefs;. but has too much of Juvenal in his 
very ferious Satire on Woman,, which fhouldhave beea 
the ^y.'^^ of all. An excellent critic of our own com- 
menda Boileau's dofenefs, or,, as he calls it, prcffne/s^ 
particularly;, whereas, it appears to me, that repetition 
is his £uilt,. if any fault fhould be imputed to him. 

There are fome profe Satirifts of the greateft delicacy 
and wit s thclaft of which can never, or Ihould never> 

(iicceed 
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f a tce td nithott iSttc fermep. An Atrthot iviAtmr ft^ 
betrays too great a contempt fbr inanktiMl> smd opinibb^ 
of himfelf ; which are bad advocates for Feputatkm and 
ivKxefs. What a diffbrewce is there beMwen die mfHti, 
if not the ^nuit, of Cenranvn and Rabelais 1 The liuft hm 
a pardcidar an of thromng a great deal of gcniut and 
learning into froHc and jeft; bnt t^ gemus and die' 
icHokr is aH you can adnure; you want dw gentleman 
to -converfe with in him: he is l^ce a criminal who re- 
ceived his life for (bme iervkes; you commend* botyna 
pardon loo. Inde c e ncy offends oar pride> as men; 
and onr una£fe£ted tafte, as judges of compofidon: 
Nature teas wifely formed us with an averiion to it; 
«nd he that fucceeds in fptg^t of it is^ * '< aliena venia> 
<« quam fua providcntiatuttor." 

Such wits, like falfe oracles of old (which were wks 
and cheats), fixould fet up for reputation among the 
nuei^f in fome Boeotia, whick was the land of oracles; 
for the tvije will hold them in contempt. Some wits 
xoo, Hke oracles,; deal in ambiguities \ but not with 
equal fuccefs : for though ambiguities are the frjt ex- 
cellence of an impoftor, they are the lafi of a wit. 

Some fadrical wits and humourifts, like their fiitfaer 
Lucian, laugh, at every thing indifcriminately ; which 
betrays fuck a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to part 
with any thing ; and fuch a want of virtue, as to poft- 
pone it to a jeft. Such writers encourage vice and fdlly^ 

* Val.Max. 

which 
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wkixh ^bef j^rctcnii to deoibaty by lettiii^ then xnt an. 
lqiMlibocwkk.bet£ef t^gs: and whsk tihc(y Idbour 
to bna^'eveiy dijfig into oontemfty, Ikow dm «ke^ ex- 
ped tiieir 6wb f^asH^ fhotild deape ? Stint FSwtci ini*^ 
ters. particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the 
kft confequence; and fome of our own. They that 
are for leiTening the true dignity of mankind, are not 
iiire of being fuccefsful,. but with regard to one /W/i//- 
dual in it. It is this condu6t that juflly makes a Wit 
a term of reproach. 

Which puts me in mind of Plato*"s fable of the birth 
of Love: one of the prettied fables of all antiquity ;«; 
which will hold like wife with regard to modem Poetry* 
Love, fays he, is the fon of the goddefs Poverty, and 
the god of Riches : he has from his father his daring 
genius ; his elevation of thought ; his building cafUes 
in the air; his prodigality; his negleft of things feri- 
ous and ufeful; his vain opinion of his own merit ;^. 
and his afFedation of preference and dillindion : from* 
his mother he inherits his indigence,, which makes him a. 
conftant beggar of favours;, that importunity with-, 
which he begs;, his flattery; his fervility; his fear off 
bcilTg^ditfpifed,. which is infeparable from him. This, 
addition may be made ; «i;/«. That Poetry, like Love,, 
is a little fubjedl to ^//W;?^, which makes her miflake. 
her way to preferments and honours ; that ihe has her 
fatirical quinjer ;. and, lafUy, that ihe retains a dutiful 
admiration of her father* s family; but divides her 
favours,, and generally lives with her mother* s rck- 
tions* 



j6 PREFACE. 

However* diis is not mcejftjf, bat cJ^oia: we 
Wifdom her governefs* fht might have much more 
the father than the mother; efpecially in fuch an aj 
as this^ which (hews a. due paflion fiurher channs% 
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SATIRE i. 

TO 

fiI8 GRACE THE DUTCE OF DORSET. 

^ — Tanto major Famz Utis c^ quam 
" Virtutis." Juv. Sat x. 

li^y verfe is Satire ; Dorfet> lend your ear. 

And patronize a Mufe you czxmot/ear. 
To poets facred is aBorfet's name: 
Thdr wonted paflport through the gates of fame; 
It Mii the partial reader into praife* r 

And, throws a glory round the fheltei^'d lays*: 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee. 
And gi^s applaufe to Blackmore, or to me* 
Bat yon decline the miftrefs we purfue; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. re 

Inftru^ve Satire> trueto^virtue's cade ! 
Thou ihining^///n»M/ of public Uews! 
"Whexi fatter* d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach^or iilence, and demand -our 4age; 
When /«rtfi&a/Vy0///>/« from each diilantland) ij 

Like arts» improve in Britain's ikilful hand^ 
When the Law (hews her teeth> but dares not bite. 
And Sonth-fea treafores are not brought to light; 
When Cburebmeu Scripture for the Claflxcs quit, 
Fdite apoflates from God's grace to HCiti 20 

When men. grow great from tktvt .rei>inu$ /petU, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 

When 



When dyin^ finn«(8, tQ blot, oat tbeir (core^ 
^Bequeath the church the leavings. of a ivhore.; 
To chafe ourXpleen, when themes like thefe increai 
Shall Pai^yipick yeiga, aBy4C«i^(HP^c*afc? 

Shall Poefy, like Law» turn wrong to right* 
And decHcations wafh an ^diiop vidiite. 
Set up each fenfelefs wretch for nature's boaft. 
On whom |»rai(e flpines* as ircfluuqu a foj^^If 
'-Shall funeral dp^wence h^ colours ^fp^^.^^ 
And fcatter rofes 09 ikfi Wis^htiy deM^ 
^hall ml^n fmHij^o^ f^ch iUt^^us 4^% 
And /atm/e vnih ««ifihvig'^Ut tt^ir frqf^ ^ 

Why flmnbejs Poj^» whq leads th^ Xmii\\ \^ 
Kor hears thai Yirtiie* whkh he Ipy^s, c^mpisuA 
.Donne, Dorftu Diyfitoii» Bopheftei^ are4e^ 
And gmlt's chief fecu in AddiAvob is fled; 
iCongreve, vi^« xrown'd with laurels* &irly won 
Sits fmiling at the gc«U whil^ o^er^ run* 
ije will not wrke; and (more pravoking ^ i) 
Ye gods ! he will not write, and Ma^vius will. 

Doubly diih-eft* what author fUali we fiad^ 
jpifcreetly daring, and Severely kind* 
The courtly * Roman'^ Alining path to treads 
And iw^yjnik pr^viuling folly dead i 
Will po foperior gcnitts ihatch the qviU, 
And fjvre pit* on the brink* from writing ill f 
Though vain die &ife, I'll ftrive my voice to fai 
What wis 99t aMB4ittempt ioi Jacri4 piaaifcf 

♦ Horic«« 
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The Love pf Fr4ife» howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Jleigns, mae Of left, and glows, iaeTery h^rt: 
^t proud* to gain it, toib oti toils endor^; 
The modeft flmn U, but to make it fureu 
O'er globes, and feejxtrcs, now on tUrones it fwells; ^j 
Now, trims the naidmght lamp in cdlege cells 2 
^Tis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches^, pleads. 
Harangues in Senates^ fqueaks in Mafquerade^. 
Here, to Steele's kutmrn snakes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder, aims at Puheney's eloquence 69 

It aids the dancer* s heel, the writer*s head. 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with li/e\ but nods in fable /i&vm#j>. 
Adorns our hearjiy and flatters on our t&miu 

What is not proud? The pimp ia proud to fee 6 j 
^o many like himfelf in high degree: 
The ivbore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peevifh virtue and the marriage-bed ; 
And the bribed cuckold, like crown'd victims bom 
To flaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 7© 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty than they went : 
One way they look^ another way they^^r. 
Pray to the godsj^ but would have mortals hear; 
And when their fins they fet fmcerely down, 7c 

They'll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wKhful eyes en glorj look. 
When they have got their pi3vre towards a book : 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy ^^^ 
Meant to betray dull fot$ tQ wretQh«d wine. %^ 

VI 
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If at his dde T had dropM his qoill, 

T ' ■ ■ mi^t have pafi'd for a great genius ftiH 

ifiut T— ^— aks 1 (excufe him» if you can) 

Is now z/crihhkr, who was once a mmu. 

Imperious fome a chMc fame demandt J; 

For heaping up, with a laborious hand» 

A waggon-load of meanings for one word^ 

While A's depes*dt and B with pomp reftmr^d. 

Some> for rtnanunt on fcraps oflearning doat, 
And think ^ey grow immortal as they f ««/#. ya 

To patch-work leam'd quotations are ally'd; 
iiBoth ifaive to make our poverty our pride. 

On gla/s how witty is a noble peer I 
Did ever diamond coil a man fo dear? 

i^Polite difeafes make fome ideots *vam\ pj 

Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of foUy, vice, difeafe, men proud we ^ee; 
And (Granger dill!) of blockheads' flattery^ 
Whofe praife defames; as if a fool ihould mean. 
By fpitting on your face, to make it clean. lOt 

I^or is 't enough all iiearts are fwoln vnxhpride^ 
Her /tfovrris mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can (he not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold.Alphonfus his Creator blame: 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning ileep^ rio$ 

And (ftronger Hill t) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from.a fecond bed. 
Though her lov*d lord has four half-months been^ead, 

This paffion with SLpimfU have I feen 
Retard a caufe^ and give a judge the {pleen« J lo 

By 
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By this infpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot !) 

Some lords have learn'd to /pell, and fome to knou 

It makes Giobofe a fpeaker in the houfe ; 

He hems, and is delivered of his moufe. 

It makes dearfelfovi well-bred tongues prevail, 1 1 5 

And / the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Lf^ve of Fame, what throngs pour in. 

Unpeople courts and leave xkt/enate thin ? 

My growing fubjedt feems but juft begun. 

And, chariot-like, I kindle as 1 run. 1 20 

Aid me, great Homer ! with thy epic rules. 

To take a catalogue of Britilh fools. 

Satire ! had I thy Dorfet's force divine, 

A knave or fool fhould perifh in each line ; 

Though for the firll all Weftminfter Ihould plead, 125 

And for the laft all Grefham intercede. 

Begin. Who firll the catalogue fhall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheft place. 
My lord comes forward ; forward let him come ! 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril, give him room ; 1 30 

He (lands iovfame on his forefathers' feet. 
By heraldry, prov'd valiant or difcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three defcents lels wife ! 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 135 

You bid him raife his father's from the grave. 
Men (hould prefs forward in fame's glorious chace ; 
Nobles look hack'ward, and fo lofe the race. 

Let high birth triumph ! What can be more great ? 
Nothing — ^but merit in a low eflate. \ \o 

Vol, LX. Q 'Vcn 
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To virtue's humblcft fon let none prefer 
Vice, though defcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, )iktjiguresy pafs for high, or bafe. 
Slight, or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honeji men, and ^i/e\ 
The fool, or knave, that wears a title, lyes. 

They that on glorious ancellors enlarge. 
Produce their debt, inflead of their M/charge. 
Dorfet, let thofe who proudly boall their line. 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, fhine. 

Vain as falfe greatnefs is, the Mufe muft own 
We want not fools to buy that Briftol ftone. 
Mean fons of earth, who, on a South-fea tide 
Of full fuccefs, fwam into ^wealth and pride. 
Knock with a purfe of gold at Anflis' gate. 
And beg to be defcended from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur foar. 
They light a torch to fhew their (hame the more. 
Thofe governments which curb not evils, cau/e ! 
And a rich knave's a libel on our la'ws. 

fielus with folid glory will be crown 'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty found; 
But builds himfelf a name; and, to be great. 
Sinks in a quarry an immenfe eilate ! 
In coi): and grandeur, Chandos he'll out-do ; 
And, Burlington, thy tafte is not fo true. 
The pile is finifti'd; every toil is paft ; 
And full perfedtton is arriv'd at laft ; 
When, lo ! my lord to fome fmall comer runs. 
And leaves ftatc-rooms tojlrangers and to duns. 
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The man who builds^ and wants wherewith to pay, 
'I^rovides a home from which to rmi away. 
^li Britain, what is many a lordly feat^ 
•fiut a difcharge in full for an efiate ? 

In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion's fame; 175 

Not domes, but antique ftatues, are his flame : 
i^^ot Fountaine's felf more Parian charms has known; 
J^or is good Pembroke more in love with ftone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men prophanely bold ! ) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. iSo 

•' No, firs, he cries ; Dl fooncr rot m j^ : 
« Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Englifh bail?" 
Such Jbea^s might make their very 6ufio*s laughs 
His daughter flarves ; but * Cleopatra's fafe. 

Men, overloaded with a large efUte, 1S5 

May fpill their treafurein a nice conceit: 
The ric/j may be polite; but, oh ! 'tis fad 
To fay you're curiousy when we fwear you*re mad. 
By your revenue meafure your expence; 
And to yoxxx funds and acres ']o\Xi yo\xi/enfe. jpo 

No man is blefs'd by accident ov guefs ; 
True njoifdom is the price of happinefs : 
Yet few without long difcipline are fage; 
And oxxv youth only lays up fighs for age. 
But how, my Mufe, canit thou refifl fo long 195 

The bright temptation of the Courtly throng. 
Thy moft inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ,*— it abounds in lords. 

* A famous flatuc. 

G 2 ** ^\v\v 
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** What lords are thofe faludng with a grin?" 

One is jufl out, and one as lately in. 20^ 

*' How comes it then to pafs we fee prefide 

** On both their brows an equal fhare oi pride .^" 

Pride, that impartial paffion, reigns through all. 

Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall. 

As in its home it triumphs in high place, 205 

And frowns a haughty exile in difgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white. 

Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their ravifh'd fight: 

Some lords it bids rejign ; and turns their wands. 

Like Mofes', into ferpents in their hands. 21a 

Thefe link, as divers, for renown ; and boafl. 

With pride in'verted, of their honours loll. 

But againi): reafon fure 'tis equal fin. 

The boaft of merely being out, or in. 

What numbers here, through odd ambition, drive 215 
To feem the moft tranfported things alive ? 
As lihyjoy, de/ert was underftood: 
And all the fortunate were v:i/e and good. 
Hence aching bofoms wear a vifage gay. 
And ftifled groans frequent the ball and play. 220 

Completely drefl by * Monteuil and grimace. 
They take their birth-day fuit and public face : 
Their fmiles are only part of what they 'wear* 

Put off at night, with Lady B 's hair. 

What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? 225 

With anMOUs care they labour to be glad. 

• A famous taylor. 

What 
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What numbers, here^ would into fame advance, 
Confcious of merit, in the coxcomb's dance\ 
The tavern! park! afTembly! mafk! and play! 
Thofe dear deftroyers of the tedious day ! 230 

That wheel of fops ! that faunter of the town ! 
Call it diverfioKy and the //// goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, y?<7/V-like fupport, 
Without one figh, the pleafures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the iK^i/e and good^ 235 
But fcorn of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High ftations tumult, but not bli/s, create : 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great : 
fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a fting. 

Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 240 

I envy none their pageantry and fhow; 

I envy none the gilding of their woe. 

Give me, indulgent Gods 1 with mind ferene. 

And guiltlefs heart, to range the fylvan fcene ; 

No fplendid poverty, no fmiling care, 245 

No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur, there : 

There pleafmg objedls ufeful thoughts fugged; 

Tl^t/en/e is raviih'd, and xhQ/oulls bleft; 

On every thorn delightful wifdom grows ; 

In every rill a fweet in(lru«5lion flows. 250 

But. fome, untaught, o*erhear the whifpering rill. 

In fpite of facred leifure, blockheads ftill : 

Nor (hoots up folly to a nobler bloom 

In her own native foil, the drwwing-rosm^ 
The Squire IS proud to fee his courfers llrain, 255 

Or wcU-breath'd beagles fweep along^xixa ^Vaisi* 

G s ^-a^^. 
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Say, dear Hippolytus (whofe drink is ale> 

Whofe erudition is a Chriftmas-tale, 

Whofe miftrefs is faluted with a fmack. 

And friend received with thumps upon the back) 260? 

When thy fleck gelding nimbly leaps the mounds 

And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground. 

Is that thy praife ? Let Ringwood's fame alone;. 

Juft Ringwood leaves each animal his ownf 

Nor envies, when a gypfy jo« commit,, 265; 

And fhake the clumfy bench with country wit ; 

When you the dulleft of dull things have faid,. 

And then afic pardon for thejejl you made. 

Here breathe, my Mufe I and then thy tafk renews 
Ten thoufand fools unfung are ftill in view.. zyo 

Fewer lay-atheifts made by church debates; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eftates ; 
Ladies, whofe love is conftant as the wind; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords to Scrope difcreetly bend;. 275 
And fewer fioch a ftatefaian gives his /riend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein. 
Who lulls the town in tinier with his ftrain,. 
At Bath, yafummer, chants the reigning lafs. 
And fweetly nuhifiles as the ^waters pafs ? 28# 

Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 
'J hat runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame f 
Such, and fuch only, might cxhauft my theme : 
Nor would thefe heroes of the tafk be gjad, 28J 

For who can njorite fo fait as men run madt 
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\/lY Mufe, proceed, and reach they dellin'd end; 
Though toils and danger the bold tafk attend, 

heroes and Gods make other poems fine ; 

Plain Satire calls iox fenfe in every line : 

Then, to what fwarms thy faults 1 dare expofe ! J 

AH friends to 'vice 2sA folly arc thy foes. 

Wlieny«f>& the foe, a war eternal wage ; 

*Tis moft ill-nature to reprefs thy rage : 

And if thefe ftrains Tome nobler Mufe excite, 

1*11 glory in the verfe I did not write. 10 

So weak are human-kind by nature made. 
Or to fuch weaknefs by their vice betray'd. 
Almighty 'vanity! to thee they owe 
Their %eji of pleafure, and their Ifalm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, all colours doft contain, 15 

Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
For every foul finds reafons to be proud. 
Though hifs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in purfuit of foxes and renown, 
* Hippolytus demands thj^Jyhan crown; 20 

But f lorio's fame, the produ^ of a fhower. 
Grows in his garden, an illuilrious flower ! 
Why teems the earth ? Why melt the vernal (kies I 
Why fliines the fun ? To make f Paul Diack rife. 

* This refers to the firft Satire, f The name of a tulip 
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From morn to night has Florio gazing flood, 25 

And wonder'd how the gods could be fo good ; 

What fhapc ! What hue 1 Was ever nymph fa fair ? 

He doats ! he dies ! he too is rooted there. 

O (olid blifs 1 which nothing can deilroy. 

Except a cat, bird, fnail, or idle boy. . 30 

In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night. 

And wakes next day a moft inglorious wight ; 

The tulip's dead I Sec thy fair fitter's fate 

O C— — I and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are thofe enemies I mention'd, all; 35 

Beware, O Florift, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame \ 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name; 
To one lov'd tulip oft the mailer went. 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture fpent; 40 
But came, and mifs*d it one ill-fated hour: 
He rag'd L he roar*d ! " What daemon cropt my flower ?** 
Serene, quoth Adam, " Lo ! 'twas crufti'd by me; 
" Fall'n i& the Baal to which thou bow'dll thy knee." 

But all men want amufement\ and what crime 45 
In fuch a paradife to fool their time \ 
None : but why proud of this ? To fame they foar 
We grant thefrt idle, if they'll aflc no more. 

We fmile at Florilb, we defpife their joy. 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy: 50 

But are thofe wifer whom we mofl admire. 
Survey with envy, and purfue with lire ? 
What's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or power ? 
Another Florio doating on a flower \ 
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A fliort-liv'd flower ; and which has often fprung 55 
From fordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. ^ 

With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy fmit ? 
The/(?w^r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy flielves with crimfon bindings glow. 
And Epidetus.is a perfect beau. 60 

How fit for thee, bound up in crimfon too. 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ! 
Thy Books 2st furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That fcience fhould be purchas'd by the yard ; 
And Tonfon, turn'd upholfterer, fend home 65 

The gilded leather to// up thy room. 

U not to fome peculiar end defign'd, 
Study's the fpecious trifling of the mind -, 
Or is at belt a fecondary aim, 

A chace iovfport alone, and not for game. 70 

if fo, fure they who the mere 'volume prize, 
fiut love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent. 
But found at length that it reduc'd his rent ; 
tlis farms were flown ; when, lo ! a fale comes on, 75' 
A choice colledlion ! what is to be done ? 
He fells his laji ; for he the whole will buy ; 
Sells ev'n his houfe ; nay, wants whereon to lie : 
So high the generous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 80 

When terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerk, 
Lorenzo fign*d the bargain — ^with his mark. 
Unlearned men of books aflTume the care. 
As eonucha are the guardians of the fair% 
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Not in his authors' liveries alone 9^ 

Is C«drus' erudite ambition fhown : 
Editions various, at high prices bought. 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought ; 
And to this coft another muft fucceed 
To pay a fage, vfhofays that he can read ; go 

Who titles knows, and indexes has feen ; 
But leaves to Chefterfield what lies between ; 
Of pompous books who fhuns the proud cxpence. 
And humbly is contented with xhtix/enfe. 

O Stanhope, whofe accompliihments make good 95 
The promife of a long-illuftrious blood. 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd. 
The ftridleft honour! and the fineft tafte ! 
Accept this verfe ; if Satire can agree 
With fo confummate an humanity* 100 

By your example would Hilario mend 5 
How would it grace the talents of my friend* 
Who, with the charms of his own genius fmit> 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit I 
Bat time his fervent petulance may cool ; 105 

For though he is a oi;//, he is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to u/e, not waftey lus fenfe ; 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
He fpares nor friend nor foe ; but calls to mind. 
Like doom^s-dayy all the faults of all mankind. lio 

What though ou/V tickles ? tickling is unfafe» 
If ftill 'tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of htmgfmart. 
Would leave a.i&i£ witlun a brother's heart I 



LOVE OF FAME, Sat.it. ^t 

^arts may be praised, gsod-nature is ador'd; 115, 
"•hen draw your ou/V as feldom as your/wcr^ ; 
"^lid never on the weaA.; or you'll appear 
"^s there no herp, no great genius here, 
"As in fmooth oil the razor beft is whet> 
^o twit is by politenefs iharpeft fet : 12©- 

**lieir want of t^^i^ front their offence is feen ; 

-^th pain us leafi when exquifitely keen.- 

^^Ltfame men give is for the joy they find ; 

^ull is xkQJefter, when the joke's unkind* 

Since Marcus, doubtlefs, thinks himfelf a wit, 125: 

to pay my compliment, what place fo fit ? 

l^ moil facetious * letters came to hand, 

"Which my Firft Satire fweetly reprimand : 

Xf that 2ijufi offence to Marcus gave,- 

Say, Marcus^ which art thou, a Fool^ or Knuve ? 150 

S'or all but fuch with, caution I forbore ; 

That thou waft either, I ne'er knew before : 

X know thee now> both ^what thou art, and 'who ; 

l<Io maik fo good,, but Marcus muft fhine through : 
Palfe names are vain, thy lines their author tell ; i}^ 

Thy bcft concealment had been writing 'weU : 

But thou a brave negled of fame haft ftiown. 

Of others* fame, great genius ! and thy own. 

Write on unheeded ; and this maxim know. 

The man who far dons, difappoints his foe. 140 

In malice to proud <witSf fome proudly lull 
Their peevijh reafon ; njoin of being dull ; 

* Letters fent to the author^ Ogucd Marcus. 
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When fome home joke has flung xktix folemn fouls» 

In vengeance they determine— to be fools ; 

Through fpleen, that little nature gave, make le/s, 14.5 

Quite zealous in the ways of heavine/s ; 

To lumps inanimate a fondnefs take ; 

And difinherit fons that are aivake, 

Thefe, when their utmoft venom they would fpit, 

Moft barbaroufly tell you — ^' He^s a ivit*** 150 

Poor negroes^ thus, to Ihew their burning ipitc 

To cacodemons, fay, they're denjilijb white* 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaft, 
Sighs o'er one child j but triumphs ia the reft# 
How juft his grief! one carries in his head 155 

A lefs proportion of the father's lead ; 
And is in danger, without fpecial grace. 
To rife above a juftice of the peace. 
The dunghilUhreed of men a diamond fcom. 
And feel a paffion for a grain of corn ; 160 

Some ftupid, plodding, money -loving wight. 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white. 
Who with much pains, exerting all his fenfe. 
Can range aright his (hillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby father craves a booby fon ; 165 

And by Heaven's blejjing thinks himfelf unjone* 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a j^ea ; 
One learns to lifp ; another, not to fee : 

Mifs D , tottering, catches at your hand : 

Was ever thing fo pretty born to Hand ? 170 

Whilft thcfe, what nature gave,, difown> through pride. 
Others affeQ what nature has deny d v 
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What nature has deny*d, fools will purfuc : 
As apes are ever walking upon two, 

Craflus, a grateful fage, our awe and fport I 175 
Supports grave forms ; for forms the fage fupport. 
He hems; and cries, with an important air, 
*' If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair:" 
Then quotes the Stagyrite, to prove it true ; 
And adds, ** The learn'd delight in fomething wrw." 1 80 
Is \ not enough the blockhead fcarce can read. 
But mull he n^ifely look, and gra^vely plead ? 
As far zformaltft from njui/dom fits. 
In judging eyes, as libertines from w//j. 

Thefe fubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 1 85 
Though Satire couch them with her keeneft pen) 
For ever will hang out a folemn face. 
To put off nonfen/e with a better grace : 
As pedlars with fome hero's head make bold, 
niufbious mark ! where pins are to be fold. 190 

What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd ? 
The body^s wifdom to conceal the mind. 
A man of fenfe can artifice difdain ; 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain j 
And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 195 

Solemnity's a cover for a /ot. 
I find the fool, when I behold the Jlreen ; 
For 'tis the wife man's intereft to be feen. 

Hence, Chefterfield, that opcnnefs of heart. 
And juft difdain for that poor mimic art ; 200 

Hence (manly praife !) that manner nobly free^ 
Which all admire, and I commend, in thee. 
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With generous fcorn how oft haft thoa furvey'd 
Of court and town the noontide maiquerade ; 
Wiiere fwanns of knaves the vizor quite difgracc, 20^ 
And hide fecure behind a naked face? 
Where nature's end of language is declinM, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where generous hearts the greateft hazard run« 
And he who trafts a brother ^ is undone ? 210 

Thcfe all their care expend on outward ihow 
JFor wealth and fame^ for fame alone^ the heau. 
Of late at White's was young Fbrello iccn ! 
How blank his look I how difcompos'd his mien ! 
So 4iard it proves in grief iincere to feign ! 2 1 j; 

.^unk were his fpirits ; for his coat was plain. 

Next day his breaft regain'd its wonted peace; 
His health was mended with ^feliar lace. 
A curious artift, long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 220 
Whether by chance, or by fome God infpir'd, 
,So touch'd his curls^ his mighty foul was fir'd. 
The well-fwoln ties an equal homage claim. 
And either (houlder has its (hare of fame ; 
His fumptuous nvatch-ca/e, though concealed it lies, 125 
Like a good confcience, folid joy fupplies. 
He only thinks himfelf (fo far from vain ! ) 
Stanhope in wit, in breeding Deloraine. 
Whene'er, by feeming chance, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that refiedt his Tyrian dye, 230 

With how fu'blime a tranfport leaps ins heart ! 
But fate ordains that deaiieft friends muft paxt. 
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In zB\ye meafures, brought from France, he wlieels* 
And triumphsy coufcious of his learned Jbah, 

So have I feen, on fome bright fummer's day« 235 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay. 
Dance on the bank, as if infpir'd by fame. 
Fond of the pretty fellmu in the ftream. 

Morofe is funk with fhame, whene'er furpriz'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undifguis'd. 240 

No fublunary chance his vellments fear ; 
Valued, like leopards, as their ^o/j appear. 
A fam'd furtout he wears, which once was blue. 
And his foot fwims in a capacious fhoe; 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim?) 245 
Level'd her /barbarous needle at his fame : 
But open force was vain ; by night (he went. 
And, while he flept, furpris'd the darling rent: 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt ; 
•* And glory, at one entrance, quite fhut out*." 250 

He {corns Florello, and Florello him ; 
This hates ^e filthy creature ; that, the prim : 
Thus, in each other, both thefe fools defpife 
Their own dear felves, with undifceming eyes ; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim ; 255 

TYi.eJlo<ven and ^tfopling are the fame. .^ 

Ye whigs and tories I thus it fares with you« 
When party-rage too warmly you purfue j 
Then both club nonfenfe, and impetuous pride, 
Andi folly joins v/hom Jentiments divide. 260 

You vent your fpleen, as monkeys, when they pafs. 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the ^z£% \ 
• Milton. 
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Who borrow much, then fairly make it known. 

And damn it with impro<txements of their own. 

We bring feme new materials, and what^s old 25 

New caft with care, and in no borrowed mould; 

Late times the verfe may read,- if thefe refufe; 

And from four critics vindicate the Mufe. 

" Your work is long," the critics cry. *Tis true. 

And lengthens flill, to take in fools like you: 30 

Shorten my labour, if its length you blame; 

For, grow but wife, you rob me of my game ; 

As hunted bags^ who, while the dogs purfue^ 

Renounce their four legs, and Hart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 3J; 

That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile^ 
Will I enjoy {dread feaft Vj the critic^s rage. 
And with the fell deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame. 
Than thofe who thunder in the critic's name I 40 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in thu^ 
To fee what wretches gain the praife they mifs. 

fialbutius, muffled in his fable cloak. 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens folemn, and as boding^ cries, 4} 

** Ten thoufand worlds for the three unities ! '* 
Ye dodors fage, who through Parnaflos teach. 
Or quit the tub, or pradife what you preach. 

One judges as the ^weather didates ; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: jo 

Another judges by a furer gage. 
An author's /frincifles J or parentage; 



LOVE OF FAME, Sat. IIL 99 

Since his great anceilors in Flanders kU, 

The poem doubtlefs muft be written welL 

Ano^er judges by the writer's i4Mi ; ^j 

Another judges, for he Acught the book\ 

Some judge> their knack of judging <wrong to keep; 

Some judge, becaufeit is too foon to Jleep. 

Thus all wall judge, and with one fingle aim« 
To gain themfelves, not give the writer, fame. 60 
The very Ijeft ambit ioufly advife. 
Half to ferve you, and half to pafs for wife. 

Critics on verfe, 2is/quihs on triumphs wait, 
Procl^bi the glory, and augment the ftate; 
Hot, envious, noify, proud, the fcribbling fry 65 
Bum, hifs, and bounce, wafte paper, dink, and die. 
Rail on, my friends 1 what more my verfe can crown 
Than Compton's fmile, and your obli^ng frown f 

Not all on books their -critici/m wafte^ 
The genius of a dijh fome juftly tafte, 7 c 

And eat their way X.ofame\ with anxious thought 
They2i/wfl« is refused, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the fun^s delay. 
And bids December yield the fruits of May; 
Their various cares in one great point combine 75 
The bufmefs of their lives, that is— /« dine. 
Half of their precious day they give xHitfeafti 
And to a kind digeftion fpare the reft. 
Apichis, here, the tafter of the town. 
Feeds twice a week, to fettle their renown. S» 

Thefe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The facred annals of their bills offarii 

Hz Vsw 



In thofe choice bcwoki thfeh- pdhe^rics reaid. 

And fcorn the creatirfes that for hukger feed'. 

if man hy feeding ^dlcommthct^ greats th^ 

Much more the iJw)nn to ^vhorfi that man k meat. 

To glory fdme advance a lying claim. 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame : 
Their front firpplies what their ambition lacks; 
Tliey know a thoufand lords, behind their backs. 90 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peet. 
When turned a'way^ witk, a familiar leer; 
And Harvey's eyes, unmercifiilly keen, 
H^ve murder'd fops, by whom fhe lie'er was feen. 
Niger adopts flxay libels ; wifely pfonc 95 

Tq covet Aijame ftill gi'eater than his own, 
tiathyllus, in the winter of threefcore. 
Belies his iniiocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abfence of mind firabahtio turns to fame, 
Learn^^ to miftakes nor knows his brother's name; 100 
Has words and thoughts in nice di/crder fet. 
And takes a memprandvun xofirgtu 
Thus vain, not knpwing what adorns or. blots,. 
Meny^^ the patent f that create them fotf. 

As love of ^leafurj) ifitD pmnbe^ay^ . ic^ 

So moft gro9v ififitmousit^nghlpveof praifjB. 
But whence for prftUip qan fuch an ardor life^ 
When thofe, whp; brjj^g .th^t. ipoefife, we defpife? 
«Rt)r fuch the y«iih|r 6f(grciat ixA fnlatt#. . 
Contempt. gfoetrfbiinds and all meii. laugh at aUi !!• 
Nor can even Statice blaine. them; for 'tis true^ 
^hey have moll amplcxaufe for >nV^x tbcy do. 
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A nurfe oifo^lh tp^pck ^e f);^|iupnp. 

Tl^QQgh P^G^bus 0^4 tbe Niue jFor ever niyow, 115 . 

Rank f<dly un4en|e|^th the fpydie yyill gro^* 

The f»l^g^u^ h^ryef^ c^s me ibny^d jflP> 

Till I ftijpjrfi ii^ Jci^th Jjiy 1^)^ 

A Welih defcent^ wW^ wellj^paid ^^d^ 4^^l 

Q19 Jonger ftill;» a J^utchami'^ ep^j^v^ui^ lao* 

When, c)9)'^'-df M %7 I t)ir<Niy 4oy^A my peo> 

In comes a cp^EGon^by and I ^x^ ^a^ 

. -^ l&yru5> with mecrimfiDt poffieft. 

Is burft ^ith laughter^ ere he hearj^ the ^eft: 

^f^t need h^ ftay ? for wheo :l^ joke is o'er> |2!]{ 

His teeth will be no whiter than 'before. 

Is there oi thefi, ye fair ! lb gr^t adoapth, - > 

That you neod ^orcdiafe mtmkeys lor your mirth f ' - 

Some^ VKOKif paintings y bid the world admire; 
(^'hou/es fome ; nay, houfes that they hire i \^0 

Some (perfed wxfdom i ) of a beauteous tc;^ 5 
And boaft, l^e Corddiers, a fcour^e for life. 

Sometimes, through pnde, the fexes change 4h^ aac^ 
NJy lord ^/z/ «i/:«/jp«rj, and my lady ^^tfr/; 
Tten, fbranger ftilll on turning of the wind^ ijj; 
My lord luears breeches^ and my lady's i/«4V 

To ihew the feength, and infamy ot fride. 
By all 'tb followed, find by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once purfue 
Praife, and the glory to contemn it, too ? x^jo 

Vincenna ^uaiomB/elf-frai/e betrays to fiatM^ 
4nd tf^reibre tays a itramgcm tbr ftim^ \ 
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Makes his approach in modefty's difgiiife^ 

To win applaufe; and takes it by furprize. * 

" To err,'* fays he, "in fmali things, is my fate.*' 145. 

You know your anfwer, " hc*s exadl in great." 

" yiyftyUi^ fays he, "^ is rudfe and full of fault J.*» 

" But oh I what fenfe ! what energy of thoughts'!** 

That he- wants algebra, hemuft confefs; 

• But not a foul to give our arms fuccefs.*** 150 

" Ah I That's an hit indeed," Vincenna cries; 

" But who in heat of blood was ever wife f 

" I own 'twas wrong,, when thoufands. call'd me back». 

•* To make that hopelefs,. ill-advis'd, attack ; 

*^ All fay,^ 'twas madneis ;. nor dare I deny;, tj^ 

** Sure never fool fo well deferv'd to die.'* 

Could this deceive in others, to be free,. 

It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee; 

Whofe condu6l is a comment to thy tongue,. 

So clear, the dulleft cannot take thee wrong. i&r 

Thou on onejletsve wilt thy revenues wear; 

And haunt the court, without a profpe^ there.. 

Are thefe expedients for renown ? Confefs 

Thy little /elf, that I may fcorn thee lefs.. 

Be wife> Vincenna, and the court, fdrfakej; 165, 
Our fortunes there, nor thou^ nor /, fhal! make. 
Even men of merit, ere their point they g^. 
In hardy fervice make a long campaign; 
Molt manfully befiege the patron's gate,. 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 170 

With painful art, and application warm. 
And takc^'sLt Mr fome littk ]>lace \>^ Wm\ 
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Enough to keep twofioej on Sunday clean, 

Amiftarve upon difcreetly, in Sheer-Lane. 

Already this thy fortune can aford; ' 175. 

Then ftarve without the/iw/wr of my lord. 

Tis true, great fortunes forne great men confer i 

But often, even in doing right, they err: 

From caprice^ not from cboiccy their favours come: 

They give, but think it toil ta know to whom : 1 80 

The man that's neareft, ya^wningr they advance: 

'Tis inhumanity to blefs by chance. 

If merit fues, and greatnefs is (o loth 

To break its downy trance, I pity iotK 

I grant at court. Philander,: at hb need; 18$ 

(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed*. 
Of every charm and virtue fhe'3 pofleft :. 
Philander ! thou art exquifitely bleff ;. 
The public envy ! now then> *tis allowed/ 
,The man is found, who may he jjijify proud:: i^** 
But, fee I how fickly is ambition's tafte ! 
Ambidon feeds on traih, and loathsa feaftf. 
For, lol Philanderi of reproach afraid. 
In y^rr^/ -loves his wife, but ieefs her maid. 

Some nymphs fell reputation ; others buy; 195 

And loy« a market where the rates run high r. 
Italian, mufic's (weet, becaufe 'tis dear; 
Their *vanity is tickled, not their ear : 
Their taftes would leiren>, if the prices fell. 
And. Shakefpeare's wretched fhiff do quite as weti; 20a 
Away the difinchantedfair would^ throng. 
And. 9wjf, that EngMLU their miothtx Xoti<gMU. 



To fhew how JnQcli otdr noithcSrn tallies Ttka% . . 
Imported nymj^ (nvrpfxrtffes-ot^ihe; . 

While trade/men ftanre,. ihefe 'Pkilomds tfr« ^y.; «0 j, 
For generous lords had rather p/^n thah /j^yp* 

Behold the maiqtierade's ftbitafticlcene I 
The Legiflature jobi!H vn&a I>riiry->Isaiie !. 
When firitain calh, th' embrbider'd pacriotsiw^ 
Abd ferve their <vim/r)H-^'the Idaket b dohe» tto 

'' Are we not then allowed to be 'pdhe ?" 
Yes, doubtlefs; butfirftietypor.nbtioifsrigiit* 
Worthy of politenefi is die needfol^g^otlnd;. 
Where that is wanting, /^/V can ne'crbcfodiKL 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles dane^cCfU Hi^ 

'Ti8>/f^ bodies only /^/e!fe Well 

Great> choien prophet I for thefe latter ^yt. 
To turn a willing *world/rtf^ righteous v^ys ! 
Well> HeydeggeXr doft thou thy patter fepve ; 
Well has he (een YLisfervant fhould not ftanre, fllo 
Thou to his nfaihe haft fplehded tmples raia'd;. 
In various forms of loorflnp ieen him pnds^ 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman^ fhov^. 
And fung fweet anthems in a tongue ttnknown. 
Inferior offerings to thy god of vice • jaj 

Are duly paid, xn fiddles ^ eards^ andV/V^f 
Thy facrifice fupreme, •an hundred maids f 
That folemn rite of midmght masquerades I 
If maids the quite exhaufted town denies. 
An hundred head of cuckolds may fufiice. ^jq 

Thou fmil'ft, well pleas 'd with the €9miert4d land. 
To fee thejiftj cbunhti at 8b ftand. 
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And that thy mixdAo' •ma/ iiever iail. 
But what thy hand has pkn«ed ftiU |xreiieail;: ^ 

Of minor frofhtH % fueoeffion iiire %y^ 

The propagatm of 'tl^r aeal fecfiw* 

Hee commons, peeF8» . fad mimAecs > of Jbate^ 
In fdemn concil met, and deep ^debate J 
What GodHke c«ttii$rkb*is lai&bg /birth ^ 
What wonder ^ppefei^ on ^ expe^tii^g eaitL? a^ 

Tis (fase i ndfli'lottd i^aBfecthr ooancil dogs i 
Rx^d is the fee of w/i^^ aadjS^Zr^^V^y 
Though Md tiiele triuk, tiuj4» Mttfe, ^wiltfi ttish^^ 
fikethde, 
Wik'Bbne oieiKU whom 'tis^'a ,pfiufe t» fleafe ; 
Let others tetter lo be flat^r'd, the«,. .. 414^ 

lake jufi: tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common-fenfe. 
To write a Satire, which gave none offence! 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you fee, 
Xf men diflike them, do they cenfure nu? z^p- 

The fool, and knave, 'tis glorious to offend. 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall,. 
Knaves know the game, and honeft men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price !. zyj. 
A man (hall make his fortune in a trice, . 
If bleft with pliant, though but (lender, fenfe>. 
Fcign'd modefty, and real impudence : 
"A^fap^te knee, fmooth tongue,, an eafy grace, 
A curie within, a finile upon lu» face i 260 
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A beauteous fifter, or convenient; wife^ 
Are prixes in the lottery of life ; 
Genius and Virtue they will foon defeat* 
And lodge you in the bofom of ^e great* 
To merity is but to provide a fain z6f 

For men's refufing what you ought to gain;. 
May, Do(^gton> this maxim fail in you*. 
Whom my preiaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole's condufk iir'd, and friendfiiip graced. 
Still higher in your Prince's favour plac'd; tjo 

And lending, Jbere, thofe awful councils aid, 
Which you, abroad, with fuch fuccefs obey'd I 
Bear tbit from one, who holds your friendihip deaft^ 
What moH we wifh«. with eafe we fancy near«. 
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S A T I R E IV. 

T a 
I RIGHT HON. SIR SPENCER COMFTON. 

^UNB fbme fsai tree th' ambidonr woodbine 

grows, 
breathes her iweets on the fupportmg boughs r 
eet the 'ver/e, th' ambitious verfe, fhould be, 
pardon mine) that hopes fupport from thee ; 
y Compton, bom o'er fenates ta prefide, 5 

r iiignity to raife, their eouncils guide ;* 
to difcern, and widely to Airvey, 
kingdome fates, without ambidon, weigher 
ibnt virtues nice extremes to \Acnd, 
Crown's aflertcr, and the People's friend i 10 
loil thou fcom, amid iublimer views, 
R^n ta the labours of the Mufe ; 
fmiles frote^ her, while thy talents Jtre, 
*tts but hal/^y glory to infpirt. 
d at a. public &me, ^ juiUy won, 15, 

jealous Chremes is with fpleen undone ; 
mes, for airy peniions of rtnvwtiy 
>tes his fervice to- the State and- Crown f 
:hemes he knows* and^ knowing, all improves^ 
igh Bntain's thanklefs^. itiU thU patriot loves : 20 
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But patriots differ ; fome may fhed their Uood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good ; 
Confults tKefacred teanU and thene foi]^fees : 
What norms, or fuu-ihine. Providence decrees ; 
Knows, for each day, the fw^ther of our fate ; 25 
A Qmdnunc is an almanack of State* 

¥(Ai.fMiic, Aiidtfluiik^i^i/iftateftia^ * 

Why may not time his fecret worth produce ? 
Sipog^^/ caaTfta& jhe4;hoifi» Crfa^.Min^iViy/r . * / 
SiaQcJieeds of genius are expert at Puf^ 30 

Since Mf -the ^nate '' .Vioi,c9fit^* Cfi^ i^ 
Gee/e.miox^£3LVCp wdfut^^pii!Hs)9fXf^y. 

What m9kA$ thm model jtmAvw* ^od novaSA J^ng^i 
An incapAfUQT for imlter tkiivgs : 
Poor Chren^es ^n't cao44ift \m 9W9 tfim^U • Vi 
And thence has imdertaj^^n :£)|i»pe'c i^». 
Gehenno-lefafes'^fc»lmil0ChreiDaB'ftaU> ; 
And boldly cbims :a pnE»^e Jiigber ^ill : 
3V> raife n Ji^me, th' jMnbauousjbpy has.got^ 
At on<!e, a Qil;Je, and z Jb^uUfriivot i ^ 

Deep in the fecret itie lofibs ttfaiough tthe iwbole^ 
And pities the dull jo|^ <diAt fa^es his Jls^% . . 

To talk with reveMnce you^ mii# take ;goodiieed[y 
Nor fhock his tendtr reafon with the Csecd : • 
Howe'er wellibred, in.puli^.he complies» ^fj 

Obliging friends alone .with ^U/fbemies* 

Peerage is ^poiibn, *good ^ftates^a^e bad 
For ^im dtfeai^ ; .poor sogoes ^un "feldom ma«L 
Have «iot;A/^taMH^i /brought ioi^iop^d relief, 
jAitd /alii fig JlQcks ^uite cui'd axv VixbOlti \ ^^ 
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Wliile the fun' ihmes> Blunt ta&s widi wondrous 
force ; 

But thunder tnars fmaUhHTf and ^tak di/cour/t. 

Such ufeful inftruments xkt weather ftiow, 

Juft as their mercury is high or tow: 

Ifcalth chiefly keeps an Atheift in the dark ; 55 

A fever argues better than a Clarke : 

Let but the logick ih his pulfe decay* 

The Grecian he% renounce, and learn to pray ; 

While C— mourns, with an unfeigned acal, 

th* zpcffttxt youth, who reafon'd dnce fo welL 60 

* C , wJio makes merry with the Creed, 

He almoft thinks he dlfbdieves indud; 

But only thinks fo ; to give both their due, 

Satan, and hi, befiere, and tremble too. 

Of fpm? for glory fflch die boundlefs rage, 6j 

ittiat they're the blackeft fcandd of their age. 

Narciflils the Tartarian cM difdaiffls ; 
Nay, a Free-niaibn, with fome terror, names ; 
Omits no duty^ nor can envy fay. 
He thWi, thcfe manjr years, the Church, or Play: 70 
He niakes no noife in J^arliament, 'ds true ; 
But pkys lus dehu,^ and <i;^/, when 'ds due ;. 
His charh&ir znd.gtofves are ever clean. 
And then^ he can out-bow the homing dean ; 
A fmile eternal on his lip he wears, 75 

^^^ch equally the wife and worthlefs ihare». 
In gay fadgues; this moift undaunted' duie^ 
Padent of idlenefs beyond beliiefi 

Mb!t 
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Moft charitably lends the town \nsjace. 

For ornament, m every public place ; 

As fure as canis^ he to th' affcmblj comesy 

And is ^<^ furniture of drawing-rooms : 

When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free^ 

And, joinMto two, he fails not — to make three: 

NarciiTas is the glory of his race ; 

For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my lift, by nature were deiign'd 
Such ihining exfUtintes of human kind. 
Who want, while through blank life they dream al 
Senft to be light, and paffion to be wrong. 

To counterpoife this hero of the mode^ 
Some for renown are fingular and odd\ 
What other men xliflike, is fure to pleafe. 
Of all mankind, thefe dear antipodes ; 
Through pride, not malice, they run counter ftill* 
And hirth'days are their days of dreiling ilL 
Arbuthnot is a fool, and F a fage, 

S— ly will fright you, E engage ; 

By nature ibreams run backward,, flame defcendi. 
Stones mount, and^uflex is the worft of friends; 
They take their reft by daj^ and wake by nigbt^ 
And blufh, if you furprize them in the right \ 
If they by chsuige blurt out, ere well await^ 
A fwan is white, or Queen/berry is fair- 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubts 
A fool in faihion, but a fool that's wt* 
His paflion for abfurdity*s fo ibong. 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong ; 

The 



/ 



LOVE OF FAME, Sat. IV. in 

Though wrong the mode, comply ; more fenfe is (hewn 

'In wearing othtr^ follies, than your own. no 

JF what is out of faihion moil: you prize, 

N4ethinks you fhould endeavour to be wife. 

Sut what in oddnefs can be more fublime 

'Xhan Sloane the foremoft toyman of his time ? 

■F-Iis nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 115 

His daughter's portion a ncYiJhell inhances, 

^nd Aihmole's baby-houfe is, in his view, 

Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru ! 

Xlow his eyes languifh ! how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat, which Jofeph ne<uer wore ! 120 

He (hews, on Jjolidays, a facred pin. 

That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd Queen Befs's chin. 

•«' Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
'•' Since that great plague that fwept as many more, 
« Was ever year unbleft as thu?^* he'll cry, 125 

-•' It has not brought us one new butterfly /" 
In times that fuffer fuch leam'd men as the/et 
TJnhappy I ■ y ! how c^mtyou to pleafe ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game ; 
But, in effed, his chace is much the fame : 130 

Warm in purfuit, he levees all the greats 
-Stanch to the foot of title and ejlate : 
Where-c'er their lordjhips go, they never find 
Or Lico, or their ^W0<u;/, lag behind ; 
Hcy^/ them furc, where-e'cr their lordjhips run, 135 
Clofe at their elbows, as a nmning-dun ; 

As 



rt2 T OUNCES ?0£Mi. 

As if their grandctiry by contstgion'wroii^^tit* 
And/ame was like zj(wer, to be caught : 
But after feven years dance, from place to place; 
The * Dane is more familiar with Ms Grace. 

Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer ; 
Or ]ivmg fenJaftt dangling at lus ear> 
For ever whifpering fccrets, which were blown 
For months before* by trumpets^ through the tow 
Who'd be a gia/st with flattering gri«iace> 
Sdll to refledl the temper of his face ; 
Or happy fin to (tick upon his fleeve. 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchfafes it leav^ 
•Or cujhioth when his heavinefs ihall pleafe 
To loll, or thump it, for his better eafe ; 
Or a vile /«//, for noon, or night, befpoke, 
■When the peer rujbly fwears he'll club hits joke ? 
Who'd (hake mth laughter, though he cx>uld not 
His lordftiip's jeft ; or, if his nofe broke wind. 
For blefliugs to the gods profoundly bow*. 
That can cry, ** Chimney fweep," or drive a/6«r| 
With terms like thefe, how mean the tribi; diat ^i 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like thefe impofi^ 

But what's the tribe moft likely to cony^ly \ 
The me^i of ink, or ancient authors lye ; 
The writing tribe, who fhamelefs ttuSions hold 
Of praife, by inch of candle to be fold : 
All men they flatter, but themfelv(;s die mofl. 
With deathlefs fame, their everlkfl ing btmft : 

* A Danifli dog of the duko of Argyll* 
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For ^me no cully makes fo much her jeft> 165 

As her old conftant fpark, the bard profeft. 

" Boyle Ihines in council, Mordaunt in the fight, 

* Pelham's magnificent^ but I can write, 

'* And what to my great foul like glory dear?** 

Till fome god whifpers in his tingling ear, 170 

Thsx/ame^s unwholfome taken without nuatf 

And life is beft fufkin'd by what is eat: 

<irown lean, and wt/e, he curfes what he writ, 

Ajod wifhes all his wants were in his nvit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner^ s loft» 175 

That his triumphant name adorns 2Lpoft? 

Or that his (hbing page (provoking fate 1) 

J)ifends Sirloins, which fons of dulnefs eat? 
What foe to verfe without companion hears, 

^Vhat QXMtX fro/e-man can refrain from tears, 180 

"When the poor Mufe, for lefs than half a crown» 

A proftitute on every bulk in town* 

With other whores undone, though not in print. 

Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye bards ! why will you fing, though umnfpir*d^ 185 

Yc bards ! why will yoxi Jar<ve, to be admired? 

DefunS by Phoebus' laws, beyond redrcfs. 

Why will yoMt/pe^res haunt the frighted prefs^ 

Bad metres that txcre/cence of the head^ 

like hair, will fprout, although the poet's dead. 190 
All other trades demand , verfe-makers ^^; 

A dedication is a wonden leg^ 

A barren Labeo, the true mumper's fafhion, 

Expofes borrow* d traits to move comp^m. 

^ Vol. LX. I Though 
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Though fuch myfelff Yile bards I dHcommendi 

Nay more, though g[entle Damon is my/¥i$nJ^ 

*' Is 't th«n a crime to nvrite^** — If talent rare 

Proclaim the god» the crime is to /orifiMt: 

For fome> though few, there are large-minded m« 

Who watch anfeen the labours of the pen; 

Who know the Mufe's worthy and therefore eoortf 

Their deeds her theme> their bounty her fupport; 

Who ferve» umjk'ii, the Uaft prtttmi to wit) 

My fole excufe, alas ! for having writ. 

Argyll true Urit is ftudious to reflore; 

And Dorfet finiles, if Phosbus fmil'd before ; 

Pembroke in years th« king-lov'd arts admires. 

And Henrietta like a MuTe infpires. 

But, ah ! not iuJpitntH^n can obudn 
That fame, which fbtu languish for in viun. 
How mad their aim, who tkirft for glory, ftrive 
To grafp, what no mmi can pofibfs alivt! 
Fame's nvirfhn in which men take place 
(O late reverfion !) at their own dectfafe. 
This troth fagacious Lintot knows Ai well, 
Htftarvts his authors, that their Works xoByyUL 

Thit/am is 'Uteubht fantaAtc poeu cry; 
That 'Wimith u/ame, another clan reply; 
Who know no guilt, no fcandal, but in rags^ 
And/wiH in jnft proportioa to their 6agu 
Nor only the low-bom, deform'd, and old. 
Think glory nothing but die ksms •fgdd\ 
The firft young kvd, which in the Mall yott meei^ 
Shall match the nrieft huaclu in Lombftrd-ft-eei^ 

Fj 
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ffxorarciciiedcaiAs^ettdb, wlK)raii'daiiifii, 115 
ibid ftarves> to job a finstp to a //MMnf • 
Jl AMtriX^ miferl *Tis a guilt onkaown 
To former timet, a icandal «// our own. 

Of ardent krrersj diK trtie modem band 
Win mortgage Cefia to redeem dieirAniidl 230 

For love> y^mag, noUe, ridi> Caftdlio dies; 
Name bat cbe fiur, love (W<eifo iatie bis eyee. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail— but half a crown. 

He glories to late times to be convey 'd» 235 

Not for tbe poor he has reitrv'ii, but moiie,' 
Not focb ambition his great Others fir'd. 
When Harry conquer'd* and half France expirM: 
KeM be a ilave, a pimp> a dog» for gain^ 
Nay, RJuUfienJf for his go/den chain* 240 

<* Who'd be a flave?" the gallant Colond cries. 
While love of glory fparkles from his eyes : 
To deathlefs fame he loudly pleads his right— 
Juji is his title^-for he will not Jight: 
All foldiers 'valour, all divines have grace. 245 

As maids of honour ieauty — ^by their //or/.* 
But, when indulging on the laft campaign* 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of (lain; 
He gtrss die foes he flew, at each vain word, 
A fweet re^venge, and half ahfol'ves hb fword. 250 

Of boa/ting more than of a bomb afndd« 
AfiUier fhoold be modeft as a maid: 
Fame is a bubble the referv'd enjoy; 
Who ftrive tm (rafp k$ as they touchy defiroy: 

I 2 *Tis 



'Tjs the world's debt to deeds of high degree; - 2$J 

But if you pay yourfclf, the world is free. '. •.. 

Were thcre.no tongue to fpeak them but Ids own* \ 
Auguftus' deeds in armsyiad ne'er been known* 
Auguilus' deeds ! if that ambiguous name . ^ . . 
jponfounds my reader^ and mifguides his aim« 260 
Such is the Prince's worth, of whom I fpeak; 
The Roman would not bla(h at the m&akfi* 



SATIHB 



S A T IRE 



Q ur 



W O M E N. 

'« O faireft of creation ! laft and beft ! 

** Qf all God's works ! Creature in whom^xcell'dy, 

« Whatever can to fight, or thought, be fonn'd 

^< Holy, Divine, good, amiablo, orfweetl 

« How art thou loft !"— Mii»tonw 

1^ OR reigns amhition m bold man dbire ; 

'*'^ Soil female hearts the rude invader own^ ' 

But there, indeed^ it deals in nicer things^ 

Than routing £m»/Vj, and dethroning i/Vsr^/jL 

Jtttcnd, and you difcem it in the fair c 

Condnd a/ff^^r, or reelaim a.i&^{/r;, 

Or roll the lucid* orbit of an eyei 

Or, in full jpy, elaborate a ^^i6.- 

The fex we honour^, though their faults we Blame; " 
JWy, thank their faults for fuch 2l fruitful theme ; xd 
A theme, fair 1 doubly kind to me. 

Since fatirizing tbofe is praifing thee'y 
Who wouldft not bear,, too modeftly r€finM>. 
A panegyric of a grofler kind*. 
' Britannia's daughters, much more fair than ma, 1*5 
"^00 fond of admiration,, lofe' their pricey 

1 i Worn 
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Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tamiih to the fated fight: 
As unteferv'd, and l>«iiiteouj» as t^ fun^ 
Through every ^gn of vanity they run ; 20 - 

AfTembUes, Parks, coarfe feaib in City-halb» 
Leflures, and Trials, Plays, Committees, Balls» 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions* SmithEeld rcenes> 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and Lions Dens> 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing-rooms, 25 
Infbllments, PiUories, OBTonatiofts, Tombs, 
TumMers, and Funerals, Puppet-fhows,. Reviews^ 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and, fBU Granger!) Pewa. 

Clarinda's bofbm bums, but bums for Fame ; 
And Love lies vanquiih'd in a fwiler flame ; 3^^ 

Warm gleams of hope ftue, wow, difpenfet; tbrn^ 
Like April funs, dives into clouds again: 
With all her luftre, lufw, her k)vcr warms; 
then, out of ofimtaticu, hides her charms : 
*Tis, rhfct, her pleafure fweetly to complain^ }5 

And to be taken with a fqdden pain; 
Then,, fhe flarts up, all ecflafy and blifs^ 
And is, fweet foul ! jufl as fincere in this : 
O how (he rolls her charming eyes m/pigbti 
^nd looks delightfully widi all her might ! 40 

But, like our heroes, much more brave than wife. 
She conquers for the triumphy not the priTU* 

ZarsL refcmbles JEinsi crown'd with fhows ; 
Without (he freezes, and within fhe glows : 
Twice ere the fun defcends, with zeal iofpir'd, 45 
From the vain converfe of the world retir'd» 

Sht 
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She itf^itmjififblfftxiA ciders £»^6Mf, 

In — Cleopatrib «r «be iaft new pia/. 

Thus gW^ny ZfUPi^ with 4 firfe mn gi«oci» 

Otceives mwddod^ lad iW^ bekiod haflm* ^ 

Nor far benciMikker kk fvsp<uw» is flk^t 
Who through gopi^breoding is iU company 9 
Whoic matfM^ will not let her laruai C9fUe» 
Who tkvilu yw IM^ unlnipty* whmi su/hk^^ 
T# fi«4 yf^ A^^tr/* who racka h^ fttbtk hM^ 51^ 

And vows — ^< that her great-graod&ifaar is dsad.^* 

A 4«uth of words a 4(4;Mii^ iiced not icar^ 
But 'tis a talk indeed tp Icanv— 4j9 i(««r ; 
In that the (kill of coaveriatio^ Jfos ; 
Tivit j^«<it;/> or m^^, you bodi polite aad wib. -Co 

Xandppe cries, <« Let nymphs who nought citfl fry 
«« Be loft m (ilenoe, aad refign th^ dny; 
** And let ihegiulty wife her guilt confeft^ 
** By tame behaviour, and a foft addreft !'* 
Through 'virtue f fite tcS\jSta to eoinq;^y ($j 

Wifth aV ttei; di^bites ofhufMrnty ; 
Through wiidom, >^ nefuii^s to fpbmit 
To wifdom's r^le^, ja^id ram* to piiove Jier njifk^ 
Then, her unblenu(b*d hOAour to maintain, 
Vie^oSts her iM^aodV kindaefs with diidm^ ^ 

But if, by chancp, an Ul-adapted word 
Drops from the % of her unwary lord. 
Her darling china, la a Whif l\yiiid fe&t> 
Jttft intimates the lady's dili^cmtent. 

Wine may indeed ^xcijte the meeked darner; 75 
But keen Xantipjp^ fcprping hQrrofw'd flame, 

I \ Car* 
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Can vent her tkaiiders^ and her lightmngs play^ 

O'er cooling gruel, and compofing tea: 

Nor refts by night> but> more iincere than nice» 

She Jhaket the cortams with her kind advice : 80 

Doubly> like echo, Jhund is her delight^ 

And the loft njcord is her eternal right. 

Is 't not enough plagues>. wars> and famines* rife 

To lafh our crimes, but muft our wives be imfif 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 85 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong^: 
What blacki what cea/elefs cares befiege our ftate ! 
What ftrokes we feel from fancy, and {torn fate f 
If fate forbears us, fancy ftrikes the \Ao\v; 
We make misfortune; fuicides in woe. 90 

Superfluous aid ! unnecefTary fkill ! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the ttoon^ how oft the midnight, beU, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with folemn knell^ 
Q^Folly*5 errands as we vainly roam, 95 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home ? 
Men drop fo faft, ere lifers mid ftage we tread> 
Few know fo many friends ali^e, as dead% 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 
W-e prefs coy Fortune with unflacken'd pace ; loa 
Cur ardent labours for the toys we feek. 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week: 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
li c tw'ccn fatitty and ferce defer e. 

Nk)w what reward for all this grief and toil ? 105 

liut one, a female friend's endearing fmile; ** 

A tender 
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-A tender fmile, our forrows' only balm, 

-And, in life*s tempcft, the fad failor's calm. > 

How have 1 fcen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
^cace in her air, perfuafion in her eye; ua 

\^idorious tendernefs ! it all overcame,, 
-flujbands looked mild, ^xi^/avages grew tame. 

The Syhan race our adtive nymphs purfue; 
^an is not 2^ the game they have in view : 
JLoL wood^ and fields their glory they complete; 115 
"There Mafifr Betty leaps a five-barr'd gatef 
^Whilc fair Mi/s Charles to toilets is- confin'd, 
^or raflily tempts the barbarous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs afFed a more heroic breed,. 
Anfi, v(At from hunters to the moneyed ft eedy 120 

Command his prancings with a martial air,. 
And Fobert has the forming of the Fair.. 

More than one. fked muft Delia's empire feel. 
Who fits triumphant o*cr the flying lubeely ^ 

And aa (he guides it through tk' admiring throng; 125, 
With what an air (he fmacks xktjUken thong ! 
Graceful as John, fhe moderates the reins> 
And whifUes fweet her diuretic firains i 
Sefoibis like, fuch charioteers, as thefi 
May drive fix hasn&is*^ monarchy if they pleafe: 130 
They dri've, rtyuj, run, with love of glory fmit, 
Leap9 ftivim, ft^ootftjing, and pronounce on w/V. 

O'er the Bclle»lettres lovely Daphne reigns ; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 
\!^h legs tofs'd high, on her fophee fhe fits, 13 j^. 

Vouchfafing audience to contending wits ; 
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Of each perfonnance flte's the final teft; 

One ad read o'er, ihe prophefies the reft; 

And then, pronouncing wkh decifive auv 

FnHy convinces all the town— 3/^/yw/>. |^ 

Had lovely Daphne Hecateila's face. 

How would her elegance of taJkc decrcafe I 

Some hdMS^ JuJgm^Ht in thar/taturts Hes» 

And all their gemiui Sparkles ^om their eygs. 
But hold, fte cries, lampooner t have a cavfi 14^ 

Mttft I want common fenfe, becaufe I'm fair? 

O no: fee Stella; her iygs Asne as bright 

As if her tongue was never in the right; 

And yet what reid learning, judgment, fire! 

She feems imfpir'd^ and can herfeif infjMre : i jo 

How then (if malice rul'd not all ^ fair) 
Could Daphne poblifh, and could (fhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar xofenfe^ 
Nor is 't a fao^ion lor impsrdntnce. 

Sempronia likM her man; and well fliemght; 155 
The youth in perfon, and in parts, was brigltt; 
Poffefs'dof every of virtue, grace, and art. 
That claims juil empire o'er the female heart : 
He met her pafiion, all her fighs retum'd. 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, bam'd: 160 
Large his poflTcflions, and beyond her own; 
Their Mifs the theme and envy of the town : 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more. 
In ftepp'd deform'd, debauch'd, difeas'd, three/con. 
The fatal fequel X, through (hame, forbear: i6{ 

Of pride and anjariu who can cure the &ir^ 

Man's 
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Man's ridi vinA ]kde» wtare hii judgment tnie; 
Nature is frugal, andhier wants arc few| 
Thoie few wants anfwer'd, bring fincere ddighti; 
S«t fools create themielves new appetites : i^ 

Fancy and pride (eek things at vaft expence^ 
Which reliih not to reaJoM, nor v^fenjk* 
'^Nhtn fuffdit^ or wKihaMkftdmfo^ deifat^. 
In ntomrit nanow fpherc, our folid joys> 
hkfamys iiry laood of noife and (how, 175 

Where nought hot dreams, no peal j^ealopes grow; 
Uke cats im mr-finHffy to Aibfift we drive 
On joys too thin to keep the (bul alive. 
Lemira's iick; make kaHe; thedodorcaE: 
He comes ; but where's hia patient f At tke ball, i to 
The dodor toes; her woman cttrt*fies low. 
And cries, ^ My Lady, Sir> is always fe: 
" Diverfiotts pot her maladies to flight; 
*^ True, (he can't /jwi/, but flie can dagce aU aigfai: 
^ I've known my Lady (for fhe love& a tnne) 195 
** Yoxfivtrs take an opera in J«Be: 
** And, though perhaps you'll think the pmftict beid> 
** A midnight Park is fovereign for a coi^: 
" WiAkxioiicti breakfidh of green fhiit agree f 
^ With indigefiitttts^ (u{^r juft at three*'^ 19^ 

A ftrange altemadve» replies Sir Hans, 
Muft women have a 4Si^0r> or a danaf 
Though (ick to death, abroad they (afdy roam. 
But droop and die, in perfed heakh, at home: 
For want*-but not of health, are ladies ill; 195, 

And tickets cure beyond the dodor*s biU. 

ASsLS, 
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Alas». my heart ! how languifhingly fair 
Yon lady lolls ! With what a tender air ! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when. 
O'er darling lines, fell Cibber waves lus pen. 
Is her lord angry, or has • Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the mafk forbid ? 
« Late fittingrup has tum'd her rofes white." 
Why went (he not to bed ? *' Becaufe 'twas night.** 
Pid flie then dance, or play ? «' Nor this, nor that." 203 
Well night ibon fleals away in pleaiing chat. 
«« No, all alone, Yitt prayers flie rather chofe; 
** Than be that wretch to deep till morning rofe." 
Then Lady Cynthia, mifbeftf of the fhade, 
Qo^s,. with ^it fajhiwabh owls, to bed: 2\%^ 

This \itx pride covets, this her health denies;. 
Her foul is fdly, but her body's wife. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom o^ fifty-fi'ue. 
Veu, in the morning, a/^ir nymph invite; zij 

To keep her word, a brown one comes at night : 
Next day flie ftiines in glofly black', and then 
Revolves into her native red again: 
Like a dpve's neck, flie fliifts her tranfient charms. 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 220 

But one admirer has the painted lafs^ 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glafs^ 
Yet Laura's beautiful to fuch excefs. 
That all her. art fcarce makes her pleafe us le/s. 

• Lap-dog^ 

To 
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'^t deck the female cheek, HE only knows, 225 
^^Who paints Icfs fSdr the iily and the ro/e. 

How gay tJb^ fhiile ! Such bleilings nature pours, 
O'erftock*d nuuakind enjoy but. half her (lores: 
In diftant wilds, by human eyes unfeen, 
^he rears her flowers, and fpreads her velvet green: 230 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defart trace. 
And wafie their mufic on the favage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her blifs ? 
Kepine we guilt le/s in a world like this ? 
Bat our lewd tafles her lawful charms refufe, 23 j 

And painted ari^s deprav'd allurements chufe. 
Such Fulvia's paflion for the town; frelh air 
(An odd cffeft !) gives vapours to the fair; 
Green fields, and ftiady groves, and cryftal fprings, . 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things ; 240 
Bat fmoke, and dud, and noife, and crowds, delight ** 
And to be prefs'd to deaths tranfports her quite : 
Where filver rivulets play through flowery meads. 
And nvoodbines give their fweets, and limes their fludes^ 
Black kennels' abfent odours flie regrets, 245 

And flops her nofe at beds of violets. 

Is ftormy life preferred to the ferene ? 
Or is the public to the private fcene ? 
Retired, we tread a fmooth and open way; 
Through briars and brambles in the world vft flray; 2jo 
i/zj^oppofition, and f erf lex* d debate. 
And thorny care, and rani zxid flinging hate. 
Which choak our paflage, our career controul. 
And wound the firmefl temper of our fouL 

O facrcd 
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O facred fofitade ! divine i 
Choice of the Pnidait! envy of the Gfleatt 
By thy pure ftreajn, «r in thy wtving flude^ 
We court ^dr Wifdom, that cekftial mod: 
The genuine offspring of her lovM embrace^ 
(Strangers on earth !) are irmorence xad fence .* 
There, from the ways of men laid (afe afhorew 
We fmile to hear the diftant tempeft roar; 
nere, blefs'd with health, with bii£nefs un p erpl e A 
This life we relifh, and enfure the next; 
There too the Mufes fport; thefe numbers free, 
Pierian Eaftburyi I owe to thee. 

There fport the Mufes; but not there alone: 
Their facred force Amelia feds in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
^ A wit herfelf, Amelia weds a wit: 
Bodi wits ! though miracles are faid to ceafe. 
Three days, three wondrous days ! they liy'd in p 
With the fourdi fun a warm difpute arofe. 
On Durfey's poefy, and Bunyan's profe: 
Hie learned war both wage with equal force. 
And the fifth mom concluded die divorce* 

Phoebe, though fhe poffelles nothing le£i. 
Is proud of being rich in happiness : 
Laborioufly purfues delufive toys. 
Content with pains, fince they're reputed joys. 
With what well-aded tranfport will fhe fay, 
«• Well, fure, we were fohzppy ji/ieniaj / 
«* And then that charming party for io-morr^P* 
Though, wen (he knows, 'twill languifh into forro 
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'Sat fhe dares never boaft the pre/ent hour; %tt 

So grofs tiitt cheM, it is beyond her power: 

For fuch is or our weaknefs, or our curTe, 

Or rather fuch our cnme, which ftill is worfe. 

The pfefenc moment, like a wifb, we fhun. 

And ne'er enjoy, becaufe it is o»r onvn. 290 

Pleafures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
FleaAirr> Uke fui€kfii<ver» is Itrigl^i and ar^i 
We ftrive to grafp it with oar otmoft (kill. 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ftill: 
Jf feiz'd at lafl, compute your mighty gsdns; 295 
What is it, but rank poifon in your veins ? 

As Flavia in her glafs an angol f]^. 
Pride whifpers in her ear pemiciou6 lyes; 
Tells her, while ihe furveys a face ki fine. 
There's no fiuiety of charms divine : joo 

Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ihe mehs (fweet fool!) in t*an: 
She, fond and young, laft week, her wifli etyoy'd. 
In foft amufement all the night empby'd; 
The morning came, when Strephon, waking, found 505 
(Surprizing fight !) his bride in fbrrow drown'd» 
^ What miracle, fays Strephon, makes tbee weep ? 
^ Ah, barbarous man"« Ihe cries^ ** how coakl yoii*-« 
** JUep?** 

Men love a mifir^^ as dicy love tifrmfti 
How grateful one to fuch^ and oa« to htftti jta 

Yet fure there is a certain time ofdayj 
We wi(h our miftrefflb and oiur meai> aivay : 



42« Y O U N G'« POEMS, 

But Toon the fated appetites return^ 

Again our ftomachs crave, our boroms bum : 

Eternal Love let man, then, never fwear^ 3 15 

Let women never triumph^ nor defpair\ 

Nor praife, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill; 

hunger and Love are foreign to the «wilL 

There is indeed a paflion more refin'd. 
For thofe few nymphs whofe charms are of the miad : 339 
But not of that unfafhionable fet 
Is Phyllis; Phyllis and her DamoE met. 
Eternal Love exadUy hits her tafte; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at Uaft^ 
Embracing Phyllis with foft-fmiling eyes, 3CJ 

Eternal Love I vow, the fwain replies : 
But fay, my Ml^ my Mifirefi, and my Friend J 
What day next week th' Eternity (hall endP 

Some nymphs prefer afironomy to lo<vei 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 330 

The fair philofopher to Rowley flies. 
Where, in a •hox^ the whole creation lies': 
$he fees the planets in their turns advance. 
And fcorns, Poitier, thy fublunary dance : 
Of Defaguliers Ihe befpeaks frefh air ; 335 

And Whifton has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries I 
'Tis not in air-pumps the gay Colonel dies. 
Btit though to-day this rage of fcience reigns, 
(O fickle fex !) ibon end her learned pains. 340 

Lo ! Pug fi^om Jupiter her heart has got, 
Tu«ns out the liars, and Newton is a fot. 

To 
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To ■ turn; (he never took the height 

Of Satuniy yet is ever in the right. 
^e fbrikea each point with native force of mind* 34 j 
While puzzled Learning blunders far behind^ 
Graceful to iight, and elegant to thought. 
The great are vanquifh'd, and the <wt/e are taught* 
Her breeding finiih'd, and her temper fweet. 
When ferious, eafy ; and when gay, difcreet ; 350 
In glittering fcenes, o*er her own heart, fevere ; 
In crouds, culleded ; and in courts, fincere; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well-underftood» 
She takes a noble pride in doing good; 
Yet, not fuperior to her fex's cares, ^SS 

The mode (he fixes by the gown flie wears ; 
O^filks and china (he's the laft appeal; 
In thefe great points Ihe leads the commonweal ; 
And if difputes of empire rife between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 360 

'Tis doubt I *tis darknefs ! till fufpended fate 
AfTumes her nod, to clofe the grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 
Their emulation only in their Jre/s ? 

£ut oh ! the nymph that mounts above the^/>/, 365 
And, gratis, clears religious myfteries, 
Refolv'd the churches welfare to enfure. 
And make her family z fine - cur e: 
The theme divine at cards Ihe'U not forget, 
^t takes in texts of Scripture at picquet ; 370 

In thofe licentious meetings a£^s the prude. 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 

Vol. LX. K Whox 
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What angels would thofe be, who thus excel 

In theologies, could they y^ as well I 

Yet why Ihould not the fair her text purfue ? 37J 

Can (he more decently the dodlor woo ? 

*Tis hard, too, fhe who makes no ufe but chat 

Of her religion, fhould be barr*d in that. 

Ifaac, a brother of the canting flrain. 
When he has knock'd at his own fkuU in vain, 380 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at xhtfair. 
O how his pious foul exults to find 
Such love for h»ly men in womankind ! 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he J^S 
Hangs on her "hloom^ like an indufhions bee'y 
Hums round about her, and with all his pown* 
ExtraBs fweet wifdom from fo fair zflonjoer ! 

The young and gay declining, Appia flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the nvi/e: - Iffi 

By nature more an eagle than a dovey 
She impioufly prefers the ^world to lo've. 

Can wealth give happinefs ? look round, and fte 
What gay diftrefs ! what fplendid mifery ! 
Whatever fortune lavifhly can pour, J95 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat; believe not what it fays; 
Like any lord, it promtfes'^^xA fays. 
How will the mifer ftai'tle, to be told 
Of fuch a wonder, as infoi'vent gold ! j(Od 

What nature ntjunts has an intrinfic wei^tt; 
All mwe is but the faihion of the {>Iate> 

Which. 
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Which« for one moment^ charms the fickle view; 
It charms us notw ; astou we call anew; 
To fome frelh birth of fancy more indin'd: 405 

Then wed not acres, but a noble mind* 

Miftaken lovers, who make <wortJlf their care. 
And diink accomplifhments «dll win the fair: 
The /air *tb true, by genius fhould be won, 
Asjloweri unfold their beauties to they^^; 419 

And yet in female fcales a fop out-weighs. 
And wit mud wear the willow and the hajs* 
Nought ihines fo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, andper£dy; 9 
The youth of Bit^ that has drunk deep, and play'd, 41 e 
And kill'd his man, and triumphM o'er his maid; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, ihe fpreads her charms. 
Snatches the dear deftroyer to her arms; 
And amply gives (though treated long amifs) 
The man ofnurit his revenge in this. ^2^ 

If you reient, and wiih a woman ill. 
But turn her o'er one moment to her wiU. 

The languid lady next appears in Hate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reels, ftaggers, till fome foreign aid 425 
To her own ilature lifb the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to {o/e'vere a doom* 
She, by juil (tages, journeys round the room: 
But, knowing her own weaknefs, (he deipairs 
To icale the Alp8-«diat is, aibend xhtflain. 4^0 
My fan I let others (ay, who laugh at toil; 
Fan! hood! |flovc! fcarfl is her /^rmrilile; 

K 2 And 
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And that is fpoke with fuch a dying fall. 

That Betty rather fees, than hears the call: 

The motion of her lips, and meaning ey«, 435 

Piece out th' idea her faint words deny* 

O liften with attention moft profound ! 

Her voice is but the Ihadow of a found. 

And help ! oh help I her fpirits are fo dead. 

One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head. 440 

If, there, a flubborn pin it triumphs o'er. 

She pants ! fhe finks away ! ' and is no more. 

Let the robuft and the gigantic ^ar*ve. 

Life is not worfh fo much, Ihe'd rather Jiar*ve : 

But chew Ihe muft herfdf; ah cruel fate! 445 

That Rofalinda can't by proxy eat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind heaven !) againft the poifon of their eye«. 

Thaleftris triumphs in a manly mien; 
Loud is her accent, and her phrafe obfcene. 450 

In fair and open dealing whereas the (hame ? 
What nature dares to gi^ve, Ihe dares to name. 
This honeftfelloiu i« fincere and plain. 
And juflLy gives the jealous hufband pain. 
l(Vain is the tafk to petticoats affign'd, 455 

If wanton language Ihews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence. 
An oath fupplies the vacancies of fenfe. 
Hark ! the ftirill notes tranfpierce the yielding air. 
And teach the neighbouring echoes how to fwear* 460 
By Jove, is faint, and for the fimple fwain ; 
She, on the Chriilian Syflem, is prophane. 

But 
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But though the volley rattles in your ear,. 

Believe her drefsy (he's not a grenadier. 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread,f ap^ 

When Jove deputes a lady in his ftead I 

A lady ? pardon my miftaken pen,. 

A fhamelefs woman is the worfl of meiu 

Few to good-breeding make a juft pretence f 
Good-breeding is the bloflbm of good-fenfe ; 470 

The laft refult of an accomplilh'd mind* 
With outward grace, the hody^s 'virtue, join'd* 
A violated decency now reigns ; 
And nymphs iox failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinefe painters modem toafts agree, 475; 

The point they aim at is deformity : 
They thrm» their perfons with a hoyden aiJr 
Acrofs the room,, and tofs into the chair. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone,. 
They, for our manners,. have exchanged their own. 48©* 
The modeil look, the caftigated gr^ce. 
The gentle movement,, and flow-meafur'd pace> 
For which her lovers dy^d, her parents pay'd. 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
•SufF forms are bad; but let not worfe intrude,. 485, 
Nor conqueror/ 3,nd nature, to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height,. 

And Lady D 's felf will be polite* 

Ye rifing fair ! ye bloom of Britain's ifle \ . 
When high-born Anna,, with- a foften'd fmile,. 4.90- 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head, 
Wharfeemfi moil hard, is, not to be well-bred.. 

K i Her 
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Her bright example with fuccefs purfue. 
And alU but adoration^ is your due. 

But adoration ! give me fomething more, j^gj 

Cries Lyce, on the borders of three/core : 
Nought treads fo filent as the foot of time ; 
Hence we millake our autumn for our prime ; 
*Tis greatly wife to know, before we're told. 
The melancholy news, that we gro^v old. 506 

Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breaft a miftrefs warms. 
Who looks through fpedacles to fee your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 505 

And with his fpade t\iQ/exton marks the ground. 
Intent not on her own, but others' doom. 
She plans new conquefls, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has fummon'd^r/V^/ away. 
She walks at noon, and blafls the bloom of day. 510 
GayTainbovv filks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of Lyce but her/elf \s old. 
Her grizzled locks affume 2i/mirking grace. 
And art has lenjeVd her deep furrow'd face. 
Her ftrange demand no mortal can approve, 515 

We'll a(k her blejftngy but can't afk her love. 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herfelf ) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her was the facred age 
Of prudent Portia ! Her grey hairs engage ; 520 

Whofe thoughts are fiiited to her life's decline: 
Virtue's the paint that can with «wrinkhs fhine. 

That* 
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and that onfyi can old age fuiUin; 
i yet all wiih> nor know they wiih for paiu. 
amerous ve our joys, when life is new ; J2c 
early (bme are falling of the j^ia ; 
[ien we conquer life's meridian ilage> 
ownward tend into the vale of age, 
drop aface; by nature fome decay,. 
3me the blafts oi fortune fweep away; cio 

laked quite of happinefs, aloud 
II for death, and Jhelter in a fhroud. 
5*5 Portia now?— But Portia left behind 
avely copies of her form and mind, 
heart untouch*d their early grief can view,. 535; 
)lufhing rofe-buds dipp*d in morning dew f 
nto ihelter takes their tender bloom, 
3rms their minds to flee from ills to come I 
lind, when turn'd adrift> no rules to g.uide, 
\ at the mercy of the wind and tide; 5^ 

and pajpon tofs it to and fro ; 
le torment, and then quite^ai in woe. 
siuteous orphans, iince in filent duft 
Deft example lies, my precepts truft* 
varms with ills; the boldejl are afraid; 54^ 

; then is fafety for a tender maid? 
for conflift, roimd befet with woes, 
\an^ whom leaft (he fears, her worft of foes ! 
kind, moft cruel; when oblig'dthe moft, 
aft obliging; and by favours loft* 550 

by nature, they for kindnefs hate ; 
:om you for thofe ills them/elves create. 

K 4 If 
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If on your fame our fex a blot has thrown, 
*Twill ever flick, through malice of your (nvn* 
Moft hard I in pleafing your chief glory lies ; ^ SS 

And yet from pleafmg your chief dangers rife : 
Then pleafe the Beft ; and know, for men of fenfc. 
Your ftrongeft charms are native innocence^ 
Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face. 
Fright him, that^s worth your love, from your c=- nt- 
brace. ^ ^^ 

\tiftmpU manners all the fecret lies; 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleft and wife. 
\2dXiJhnjij and noi/e intoxicate the brain. 
Begin with gUdine/s, and end in pain. 
AfFe6l not empty fame, and idle praife, .^S^S 

Which, all thofe wretches I defcribe, betrays. 
Tour fex's glory 'tis, to fhine unknown ; 
Of all applaufe, be fondeft of you oivn. 
Beware the fever of the mind! that thirlt 
With which the age is eminently curft : ^70 

To drink of pleajure, but inflames deiire ; 
And abflinence alone can quench the fire ; 
Take/fl/» from life, and terror from the tomb; 
Give peace in hand\ and promife blifs to corner. 
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SATIRE VI. 

O N 

W O M EN. 

INSCRIBED TO 

l^lie Right Hon. the Lady ELIZABETH GERMAIN. 
'* Interdum tamen & tollit comoedia vbcem.** 

HOR. 

^SOUGHT a patronefs, but fought in yain^ 
'^ Apollo whifper'd in my ear — ** Germain."— 
1 know her not. — " Your reafon's fomewhat odd; 
•* Who knows his patron, now ?" reply 'd the god. 
•* Men write, to mtf and to the iJsorU, unknown ; 5 
•« Then fteal great names, to (hield them from the town : 
«* Deteded luortb, like beauty difarray'd, 
«* To covert flies, of ^raf/e itfelf afraid : 
•* Should ^e refufe to patronize your lays, 
«* In vengeance write a volume in herprai/e. ro 

«' Nor think it hard fo great a length to run ; 
«' When fuch the theme,, 'twill eafily be done.*' 
Yc fair I to draw your excellence at length. 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ftrength ; 
You, here, in miniature your pidure fee; tj 

Nor hope from Zinck more jultice than from me. 

My 
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My portraits grace your mind, as his yowxjidei 
His portraits will inflame^ mine quench, your pride r 
He's dear, yo\i/rugaI; choofe my cheaper lay ; 
And be your reformation all my pay^ 20 

Lavinia is po/ite', but not prophane ; 
To church as conflant as to Drury-lane. 
She decently, inform, pays heaven its due ; 
And makes a civil vifit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a folemn air, 25 

Conceals her face, which /^j for 2, prayer: 
Curt'fies to curt'fies, then, with grace, fucceed; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed. 
Or if (he joins the Service, 'tis xofpeak ; 
Through dreadful ^/(f»f^ the pent heart might break; 30 
Untaught Co bear it, women talk away 
To God himfelf, and fondly think they pray^ 
B\it/weft their accent, and their air refined; 
For. they're before their Maker— and mankind: 
When ladies ooce are proud of praying well, 3 J 

Satan himfelf ^idll tsdl the pariih belL 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well4ired> 
Drufa receives her vifitants in bed; * 

But, chafle as ice, this VeHa, to defy 
The very blackeft tcmgue of calumny. 40 

When from the fheets her lovely form (he lifts. 
She begs yoMJuft would turn you, while ihcft?ifis. 

Thofe charms are greateft which decline the figh^ 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
There is no ivonum, ^wbert there's no referve\ 4{ 

And 't»8 m fhuy ypor poor lovexsjiarvi. 

But 
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But with a modem fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce tilings they call a nympb of/piriu 

Mark well the jroUings of her flaming eye; 

And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh*^ 50 

** Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 

" Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard> 

" Or arm*d rhinoceros, or rough Ruffian bear," 

Firft makeymr ivill, and then con^verfi with her. 

This lady glories in profufe expence ; 55 

And thinks difiraSkn is magnificence. 
To beggar her gallant, is/ome delight; 
To be more fatal ftill, is exquifitei 
tiad ever nymph fuch fuch reafon to be glad ? 
In duel fell two lovers ; one run mad. 60 

i^CTfoes their hcmeft execrations pour; 
Her lowers only fhould deteft her more 
Flavia is conftant to her old gallant,, 
And generoufly fupports him in his want. 
But marriage is a fetter,, is a ihare, 65 

A hell, no lady fo pdite can bear.. 
She's faithful, fhe's obfervant, and with pains 
Her angel4>rood of hafiards (he maintains. 
Nor leaft advantage has the fair to plead. 
But that of guilt, above the marriage -bed, 70 

Amafia hates a prude, and fcorns reilraint; 
Whate'er fhe «, ihe*ll not appear a. faint: 
Her foul fuperior flies formality; 
So gay her air, her condud is fb free. 



* Shakefpcarct 
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Some might fufpedl the nymph not over-good-^^ jf 
Nor would they be miftal&en, if they Ihould. 

Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs; 
Her cu(hion*s thread-bare with her conilant prayers. 
Her only grief is, that (he cannot be 
At once engag'd in prayer and charity^ %Qt 

And thisy, to do her juftice, muft be faid, 
«« Who would not think that Abia was a maid?** 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed; 
For where's the man that's worthy of their bed ? 
If no difeafe reduce her pride before, 85 

Lavinia will be ravilh'd at threefcore. 
Then (he ibbmits to venture in the dark ;. 
And nothing now is wanting — but her fpark. 

Lucia thinks happinefs condfts in date; 
She weds an idiot y but (he eats in plate* $Q 

The goods of fortune, which, her foul pofrefs> 
Are but the ground of unmade happinefs ; 
The rude material: *wifdom-2A^.XQ this, 
Wifdom, the fole artificer of blifs; 
She from herfelf,. if fo compelPd by need^ 9J. 

Of thin content can draw the fubtle thread;. 
But (no detraction to her facred (kill) 
If (he can work in gold, 'tis better (liU. 

If Tullia had been bleft with halfYiQv fenfe,. 
None could too much admire her excellence : LOG 

But fince (he can make error (hine fo bright. 
She thinks it *uulgar to defend the right. 
With underllanding (he is quite o'er-run; 
And by too great accomplidiments undone : 

With 
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lie vibrates her eternal tongue, 105 

loll di'vinely in the ^wrong, 
11 nothing fhould a woman be; 
:r very ou// with modefty : 
i/ct>fuer, let not her difplay^ 
ler charms of mind with fweet delay. 1 id 
ifure form'd, perverfely fome believe, 
hemfelves important ^ men muft^r/Voff. 
fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
the fop fhe laughs at, is ador'd* 
;*s '.proud of fecret innocence^ 1 1 j 

he feigns were fcarce a worfe offence, 
ndow'd with every charm to blefs, 
[ign, but on her hufband's peace: 
ler much; and greatly was he mov'd 
nquietudes in her he lov'di 120 

arming this 1" — The pleafure laded long; 
y day the fits come thick and ftrong : 
found the charmer onXy feign* di 
liverted when YiQjhould be pain'd. 
ater vengeance have the gods in ftore ? 125 
)us life, now Ihe cap plague no more ! 
a thoufand arts; but none fucceed: 
'd a fever to procure indeed: 
\\y prov'd this virtuous, loving wj/^, 
md's pain was dearer than her life. I30 

s Melania rifes to my view, 
:r thinks her lover pays his due : 
fent, treat, flatter, and adore; 
fty, to-morrowf calls for more^ 

Hii 
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Hu wounded ears complaints eternal fiD> 13; 

As unoil'd hinges, queruloofly ihriU. 

^' You went laft night with Celia to the balL" 

You prove it falfe. « Not go ! that's worft of all." 

Nothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame; 

And arrant cMtrsuliSiions are they2imf. J40 

Her lover muft he/tul^ to pleafe her ipleen; 

His mirth is an inexpiable iin : 

Por of all ri<vals that can pain her breaft. 

There's one^ that wounds far deeper than the xeft; 

To wreck her quiet, the moft dreadful fhelf l^ 

Is if her lover dares enjoy himfelf. 

And this, becaufe fhe*s exquUitely fair: 
Should I difpute her beauty, how fhe'd ftare? 
How would Melania be furpriz'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd? And yet the cafe is dear; 150 
What's female beauty, but an air divine. 
Through which the mind's all-gende graces flane? 
They, like the fun, irradiate all between; 
The body charms becaufe the foul is^«». 
Hence, men are often captives of a face, 355 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 
Some forms, though bright, no mortal man can bitr\ 
Some, none refift though not exceeding foir. 

Arpafia's highly bom, and nicely bred. 
Of tafte re^n'd, in life and manners read; 160 

Yet reaps no fruit from her fuperior fenle. 
But to be teax^J by her own excellence, 
" Folks are fo aukward I Things ib unpolite !** 
She's elegantly paiu'd from morn till night. 

Her 
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:acy's ihock'd wherc-c'er ihe goes; 165 

2ttire*s itnperfeSions are her <va^/. 

}/ its favour has the fair dillreft, 

r'd fuch bleilings — that fhe c€m*t \gt bleft. 

vhy fo vain, though blooming in thy fpnng ? 

ningyfraiU adcr*dy and ai;r^£ri&A/ thing; 17© 

(wi// come ; difeafe mt^ come before ; 

> full as mortal as tbreefcort. 

une, and tky charms, may ibon decay: 

it ^<t{t fugitives prolong their ftay, 

.iis totters, their foundation fliakes; ijj; 

It fapports them, in a moment breaks; 

nought into the ibul let virtues ihine; 

md eternal, as the *work divine. 

; a manager; ihe's bora for rule; 

iws her ijoifir fauiband is 2ifo9l\ iBo 

es holds, and fpins }^ fubtU thread 

ides the lover to his fair-one's bci^ 

:ult amours can fmooth the way, 

ier letters diBatty or cotnutyi* 

leprivM of fuch important caret, 1 85 

lom condefcends to lefs affairs. 

^m:nhrt2ik{zik{^*)ifroJ£a ajcbeme, . 

r her 4m without zftratagemi 

o'er trifles with %/erious hce ; 

tit, by the virtue ofgrtmace. §90 

jpreme amoi^ amuiements reign; 

'e bom io Jcpthf and entitrumt. 

udence in a (hare of ibUy ifo«: 

II they be fo <ivMft(> 4b to Jie «ic^/ 

Syrena 
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5yrcna is for ever in extremes. 195 

And with a vengeance (he commends, or blames, 
Confcious of her difcemment, which is good« 
She ftrains too much to make it under iloood. 
Her judgment juft, her /entence is too ftrong^ 
Becaufe fhe's right, (he's ever in the wrong. aoo 

Brunetta's wife in actions, great, and rare; 
But fcoms on tri^s to beftow her care. 
Thus every hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becaufe th' .occa(ion is beneath her aim. 
Think nought a trtfie, though it fmall appear; Z05 
Small fands the mountain, moments make the year. 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles give. 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 

Go breakfaft with Alicia, there you'll fee* 
tS imp lex munditSis, to the laft degrees 2 JO 

Unlac'd her days, her night-gown is unty*d. 
And what (ke has of head-drefs, is aiide. 
She draws her words, and waddles in her pace? 
Unwaih^d her hands, and much befnufF'd her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd (he loves; ci{ 

And would draw on jack-boots, as foon as gloves. 
Gloves hy Queen Befs's maidens might be mi(U 
Her ble(red eyes ne'er faw a female^. 
Lovers, beware ! to ivound how can (he fail 
With fcarlet finger, and long jetty nail ? no 

For Harvey, the firft w// (he cannot be. 
Nor, cruel Richmond, the £r(l toaft, for thee. 
Since full each other (lation of renown. 
Who would not be the greateft trapes in town? 

Women 
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bmen were made to give our eyes delight; 225 
ftmalefloven is an odious fight. 
Fair Ifabella is fo fond of fame, 
liat her dear/elf is her eternal theme; 
lirough hopes of contradi£lion, oft fhe'U fayv 
Methinks I look fo wretchedly to-day V* 2 jo 

lien moft the world applauds you, moft beware; 
"is often lefs a hle/png than a fnare, 
iftnift mankind ; with your own heart confer ; 
2d dread even there to find a flatterer. 
(le breath of others raifes our renown; 23 c 

iir injun as furely blows the pageant down. 
lie up no more than you by worth can claim« 
:ft foon you prove a bankrupt in your fame* 
£ut own I muft, in this perverted age, 
lio mofl de/er^ve, can't always mofl engage. 240. 

) far is worth from making glory fure, 
often hinders what it ^o«i^ procure. 
horn praife we mofi P The virtuous, brave, and wife ? 
o ; wretches, whom, in fecret, we defpife. 
nd who fo blind, as not to fee the caufe ? 24$ 

o rivals rais'd by fuch difcreet applaufe; 
nd yet, of credit it lays in a flore, 
^ which our fpleen may wound true worth the more. 
Xadies there are who think 4ine crime is all : 
an women, then, no way but hacknxxard fall \ 250 
3 fweet is that one crime they don't purfue, 
o pay its lofs, they think all others/^-M;. 
J\io hold that crime fo dear, mull never claim 
^Hnjur^d modejly the facrcd name. 
Vol. LX. L E>a.v 
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Bat Clio thus: '^ What! rsuUng without end? 25^ 
" Mean tafk ! how much more generous to commend 1*^ 
Yes, to commend as you arc wont to do. 
My kind inftruSior, and example toa 
'* Daphnis," fays CUo, " has a charming eye : 
*' What pity 'tis her flioulder is awry ! zfo 

" Afpafia's fliape indeed — But then her air— 
** The man has parts who finds deftru^Uon there. 
" Almeria's wit lias fomcthing that's divine ; 
*' And wit's enough — how few in all things fhine ! 
" Selina ferves her friends, relieves the poor— 26J 
<• Who was it faid Selina's near threefcore ? 
" At Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice ; 
«* The world congratulates fo wife a choice ; 
'* His lordfhip's rent-roll is exceeding great— 
" But mortgages will fap the beft eflate. 270 

*« In Shirley's form might cherubims appear ; 
«* But then — (he has ?l freckle on her ear** 
Without a butf Hortenfia (he commends. 
The firft of women, and the beft of friends ; 
Owns her in perfon, wit, fame, virtue, bright: 275 
But how comes this to pafs ? — She dy'd laft night. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at fatire rail : 
Indeed that*i needlefs, \i fuch fraife prevail. 
And whence fuch praife ? Our virulence is thrown 
On others* fame, through fondnefs for our otuon. iSo 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns ; 
For are not coronets a-kin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her fublime addrefs. 
The height of avarice and fridc confefs* 

yoii 
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Yon feek pec^dioos worthy of her rank ; tfllj 

Go, feek for her perfections at the Bank. 

3y wealth -unquench'cU by reafon uncontroul'd» 

For ever burns her facred third of gold. 

As fond of £ve-penc^ as the verieft^/ ; 

And quite as much detefled as a <wu. 4^90 

Can gokl calm paffion, or make nafon ihine ? 
•Can we digjeace, or im/Hom, from the mine? 
Wifdom to gold prefer ; for 'tis much lefs 
To make ovx fortune ^ than our bappinefs. 
That happinefs which great-ones often fee, Z9S 

With rage and wonder, in a low degree.; 
Themfelves unblcil. The poor are aw/k poor 5 
But what are they whoVrvo/ amid their (lore? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch ofjiatei 
The happy only are the truly ^eat. 30c 

iPeafants eiyoy like appetites with kings ; 
And thofe beH fatisfied with cheapeft things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new Jenfe^ 
Our envy would be due to large expencc 
Since not;, thofe j>omps which to the great belong 305 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throi^. 
See how they beg an alms of flattery ! 
They languilh ! oh fupport them with a Ije! 
A ileceut competence we fully tafte^ 
It ftrikes OKix/enft, and gives a conflant feaft : , 3i<» 
Mfirt9 we perceive by dint of thought alone i 
The rich mull: labour to poiTefs their own. 
To feel their great abmidance ; and requefl 
Their humble iriends to help them to be bleft ; 

L 2 To 
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To fee their treafures, hear their glory told, 315 

And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But fome> great fouls ! and touch 'd with warmth 
divine. 
Give gold 2l price, and teach its ieams X.oJhine. 
All hoarded treafures they repute a load ; 
Nor think their wealth /i&«r (huoTt, till well beftow'd. 320 
Grand re/er*voirs of public happinefs. 
Through y^frtf/ ftreams difFufively they blefs ; 
And, while their bounties glide, concealed from view, 
Relieve our njuanfs, zxAfpare our hlujhes too. 
But Satire is my tafk ; and thefe deftroy 325 

Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye mifers I help me to complain. 
And blaft our common enemy, Germain : 
But our itfveSlives mull defpair fuccefs ; 
For, next to praifej (he values nothing Icfs. 330 

What pidlure's yonder, loofen'd from its frame ? 
Or is *t Afturia, that affefted dame ? 
The brighteft forms, through aje^ation, fade 
To ilrange new things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair ! fo much your fex we prize, 335 
We hate thofe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucinda's native grace is feen 
What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eafe. 
Retain your gentle felves, and you muft pleafc. 340 
Here might I fmg of Memmia*s mincing mien. 
And all the movements of the foft machine : 

How 
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How two rei lips afFcfted Zephyrs blow> 

To cool the Bohea, and inflame the Beau: 

While one Vfhiic/nger and a thum6 confpire 345 

To lift the cuf, and make the world admire. 

Tea I how I tremble at thy fatal ibream I 
As Lethe, dreadful to the Lo*ve of Fame* 
What devaftations on thy banks are feen ! 
What ^tf </« J of mighty names wluch once have be^n ! 3 y> 
An 4jecatomh of chara^ers fupplies 
Thy painted altars daily facrifice. 

H , P— , B— , afpers*d by thee, decay. 

As grains of iineft fugars melt away. 

And recommend the more to mortal tafte;, 3,55 

ScandaUs the fweetner of 2i female feaft. 

But this inhuman triumph ihall decline. 
And thy revolting Naiads call for <wine ; 
Spirits no k)nger fhall ferve under thee ; 
Bat reign in thy own cup, exploded tea I 360 

Citronia's nofe declares thy ruin nigh. 
And who dares give Citronk's nofe the lye ! 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim 'd. 
And what impair 'd both healtli and virtue, blam'd;; 
At length, to refcue man, the generous lafs 365 

Stole from her confort the pernicious glafs* 
As glorious as the Britilh queen renown'd. 
Who fuck'd the poifon from her hulband's wound* 

Nor to the glafi alone arc nymphs inclin'd. 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. ' 370 

O Juvenal 1 for diy feverer X2ige \ 
To lafh the ranker fdiliea of our age. 

L 3 Arc 
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Are there^ among tbe females of ova iite» 
Such faults, at wIucIl it is tl fauh to Jmiie ^ 
TPfeere are. Vice, once by moi/e^ nature chaia'd 37 J 
And legal ties, expatiates unreftrain*'d ; 
Without thin decency held up to view. 
Naked fhe ilalks o'er Law and Gofpel tooi 
Our matrons lead fuch exemplary lives. 
Men figh in vain for none but for theif 'wi<ves ; 380 
Who marry to beyr^f, to range the more. 
And wed one man, to wanton witl^a icore. 
Abroad too kind, at home 'tis iledfaft hate, ^ 
And one eternal tempeft of debate. 
What foul en^tions, from a look moil meek ! 3S5. 
What thunders burlling,. from a dimpled cheek I 
Their /^^/zi bear it with a lofty hand! 
But then, their rea/on is at due command. 
Is there whom you deteft, and feek his life ? 
Truft no foul with the fecret — but his wife. 39P 

Wi'L'es wonder tliat their condudi I oHidemn,. 
And alk, what kindred \s 2l fpoufe to them 7 

What fwarms of amorous grandmothers I fee ! 
And raiffes,; ancient in iniquity ! 
What blafting whifpers,. and what loud declaiming ! 395 
What lying, diinking, bawding, fwearing, gaming I 
Fricndfliip To cold, fuch warm incontinence ; 
Such griping avarice, fuch profufe expence ; 
Such dead devotion, liich a zeal for crimes \ 
Such Ikens'd ill, iuch mafquerading times ; 400 

Such venal faith, fuch mifapply'd applaufe ; 
Such fiatter'd guilt, and fuch. inverted laws \ 

Suck 
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Such difTolutkm through the i^diole I find, 
Tis not a world, bat chaos of mankind*^ 

Skicc Sundays have no balls, the wcll-drcfs'dfo//^ 405, 
hines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of Bell; 
Lnd cafls an e/e of fweet difdain on all, 
Vho Men lefs to Collins than St, Paul, 
uheifts have been but rare ; fince nature's birth, 
IB now, She-atheiUs ne'er appeared on earth. 4L0 
""e men of deep rcfearches, fay, whence fprings 
""his daring character, in timorous things I 
Who ftart 2X feather s^ from an infe^ fiy, 
\, match for nothing — ^but the Deity. 
)m^ not to wrong the fair, the Mufe muH own- 4.^ j 
a this purfuit-they court not fame alone ;. 
lat join to that a more fuhftantial view, 
> From thinking free,, to be free agents too." 

They ftrive with their own hearts, andkcep them down, 
fk complufance to all the fools in town. 420 

) how they tremble at the name oi prude ! 
bid die with- fhame at thought of being good ! 
^or what wifl Artimis, the rich and gay, 
Vhat will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay ? 
[^y heaven defy, to earth's vile dregs a flave ) 42.5 
through- cowardice,, mod execrably brave. 
^th oar own judgments durft we to comply, 
ii virtue fiiould we live, in glory die. 
Life then, my Mufe, in honeft fury rife ; 
They dread a Satire, who defy th^ Skies. 430 

Atheifls are few : mod nymphs a Godhead own ; 
\xA nothing but his. attributes dethrone. 

L .L Trcm 
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From atheifts far, they ftedfaftly believe 

God is, and is Almighty — to forgive. 

His other excellence they'll not difpate ; 43$ 

But mercy » fure^ is his chief attribute* 

Shall pleafures of a (hort duration chain 

A lady's foul in everlailing pain ? 

Will the great Author u& poor worms deftroy> 

For now and then 2ijip of tranfient joy ? J^ 

No, he's for ever in a fmiling mood f 

He's like themfelves.; or how could he be good? 

And they blafpheme, who blacker fchemes fuppofcp— 

Devoutly, thus, Jehovah ihey depofe. 

The pure/ thcju/il and fet up, in his Head,. 44J 

A deity, that's perfedlly lueil hrtd^ 

•' Dear Tillotfon ! be fure the beft of men ; 
" Nor thonght he more, than thought great Origcn* 

«* Though once upon a time he mifbehav'd i 

" Poor Satan I doubtlefs,. he'll at length, be fav'd, 45.0 

" Let priefts do fomething for their One in Ten ;. 

** It is their trade ; fo far they're honefl men. 

" Let them cant on> iince they have got the knacky 

" And drefs their notions, like themCelves, in black ; 

** Fright us with terror&of a world unknc<um» 455 

*» From joys of this, to keep them all their c%\m. 

«* Of earth's fair fruits, indeed,, they claim a fee ; 

** But then they leave our untitle d 'virtue free, 

•* Virtue's, a pretty thing to make a JJ^c<i\s : 

^ Did ever mortal wjite like a Rochefoucault?" 460 

Thus pleads the devil's fair apologift, 

Aodji pleading,, fafely enjters on his lifl.. 

Let 
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Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and propbane. 
For what's true beauty> but fair virtue's yir^^ 465 
Virtue made vifible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind. 
The more fhe charms, the more {h^Jhocks mankind. 

But charms decline: the Fair long vigils keep: 
They fleep no more ! Quadrille has * murder'd fleep. 470 
«* Poor K — p ! cries Livia; I have not been there 
" Thefe two nights; the poor creature will deipair* 
^ I hate a croud — ^but to do good, you know— - 
" And- people of condition ihould bellow*" 
Convinc'd,o*ercome, to K— p's grave matrons run; 475 
ffow Jet a daughter, and now^aie a fon; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune,^ fly; 
And beggar half their race— through charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfe mortal quite, 
I lefs Ihould blame this criminal delight: 480 

But iince the gay aifemUy's gayeft room 
Is but an upper llory to fome tomb, 
Methinks, we need not oxajhort being fhun. 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 48 j 

And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the worft of ills-; 
With ceafelefs ftorms the Wacken'd foul it fills ? 
Inveighs at heaven, negledls the ties of blood ; 
Defbroys the power and will of doing good; 49a 

* Shakefpeace* 

KiUa 
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Kills health*, pawns honotxr, plunges in Hfgrwce, 
And, what is kill more dreadful — Tpmls your face- 
See yonder fet of thieves that five on ipoH, 
TYit fcandai and the ruin of oar iflc I 
And fee, (ftrange fight !) amid that ruffian baiuU 49$ 
A form divine high wave her fnowy hand;. 
That rattles lond a fmall enchanted box,. 
Which, loud a» thunder, on the board fhe knocks* 
And as fierce ftonns, which earth's fi^nndatioo fhookr 
From iBolns's cave impetaoas bcoke, 500- 

From this-iinall cavern a mix'd. temped flies,. 
Fear,, rage, cofivul£on, tears, oaths, Ua^hemies! 
For men, I mean— the fair difcharges none ; 
She (guiltlefs cseatiue !) fwears to heaven alone» 

See her eyes iburt ! cheeks gk)w \ andmofclesfwcll! 5.05 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean ceU. 
Thus that divine one h&x/oft nights employs I 
Thus tunes her ibul to tendji- nuptial joys \ 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed. 
And on her pillow lays her aking head,. j ic 

With the dear images her dreams are crown'd». 
The die fpins lovely, or the cards go rounds 
imaginery ruin charms her ftill; 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd hy/padrlU: 
And if (he*s brought to bed, 'tis ten to one,, 515 

He marks the forehead of her darling fbn. 
O fcene of horror, and of wild defpair. 
Why is the. rich Atrides' fplendid heir 
Conftrain*d to quit his antient lordly feat. 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat i 510^ 

Why 
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Why that drawn fword ? and whence that difmal cry ? 
Why pale diilradion dirough the family ? 
Sec my lord threaten^ and my lady weep^ 
And tremt^g fervants from the tcmpeft creep. 
Why that g^yjbft to diitant regions fent ? 525 

What fiends that daughter's deilin'd match prevent ? 
Why the whole houfe inTudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing,, but lall night — ^my lady /Ary V. 

But wanders not my Satire from her theme ?> 
Is this tdo owing to the love of fame ^ 530^ 

Though, now your hearts on lucre are beflow'd* 
*Twas. firll a vain'devotion xo the model 
Nor ceafe we here, fince *tis a vice fb ftrong ;. 
The torrent fweeps all womankind along. 
This may be faid,. in honour of our times^, 535^ 

That none now Hand diftinguifi)* d by their crimes. 

If fin y-ou muft, take nature for your guide:. 
Leve has fome foft excufe to footh your pride: 
Ye fair apoftates from love's antient power I 
Can nothing ravijh, hvX z golden Jh(mfer ? 540^ 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ; . 
Muft Cupid learn to punt, e'er he oaxifleafef 
When you're enamour'd of a /^ or cafty 
What can ^t preacher more, to make us chafleT 
Why muft ftrong youths unmany*d pine away? 545; 
They find no woman difengag'd — from play. 
Why pme the marry*d? — O feverer fate ! 
They find from play no difengag'd — eftate. 
Flavia, at lovers fklfe,, untouch* dy and bewdp. 
Turns pale> and trembles at a gtuAkmxL, 550 

Nor 
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Nor Arria's Bible can fecare her age; 
Her threefcorc years are fhuffling witk her page* * 
While death Itands by, but till the game is done. 
To Aveep that ftake^ in juftice, long his ewu; 
Like old cards ting'd with fulphur, ihe takes fire; 55 J 
Or, like fnufFs funk in fockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods ! with nt^ delights infpire the Fair; 
Or give Msfonsy and fave us from defpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, . hufbands, trade/men, do(c 
In my complaint, and brand your iins in profe : 560 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my Creed, 
In fpite of all our wifdom, you'll proceed : 
Our pride fo great, our paffion is fo ftrong. 
Advice to right confirms us in the luroftg. 
I hear you cry, " This fellow's very odd." ^6^ 

When j^fla chaftife, who would not kifs the rod ? 
But I've a charm your anger fhall controul. 
And turn your eyes with coldnefs on the W<f. 

The charm begins 1 To yonder flood of lights 
That burfts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your iight. 57^ 
What guardian power o'erwhelms your fouls with awe ^ 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law; 
'Midft empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of ^virtue, and of art I 
Her favour is diiFus'd to that degree, 575 

Excefs of goodnefs 1 it has dawn'd on me: 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults. 
Or godlike deeds were Ihown, or generous thought9> 
She fmil'd, induftrious. to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pea the b^rro i^J^d luftrc drew* 580 

Thus 
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Thus • the majeftic mother of mankind, 
To her jowa charms mod amiably blind, 
^n the green margin innocently ftood, 
^nd gaz'd indulgent on the cryllal flood; 
Purvey 'd the ftranger in the painted wave, 585 

And, fixiiUng, prais'd the beauties which ihe gave. 

• Milton. 
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SATIRE VII. 

T « 

THE RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 
■« Carmina turn melius, cum venerit Ipfc, canemus." 

VlRC. 

Y^N this laft labour, this my cloiing ftrain, 
^^ Smile, Walpole, or the Nine infpire in vaia: 
To tbeey 'tis due; that verfe how juftly thine. 
Where Brunfwick's glory crowns the whole defign? 
That glory, which thy counfcls make fo bright; J 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
I Iluflrious commerce, and but rarely known.; 
To gi've, and takt^ a luilre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to niy theme ; 
The/oufttaift is not foreign to xhe^ream. lo 

How all mankind will be furpriz*d to fee 
This flood of Britilh-folly charg'd on thee I 
Say, Britain! whence this caprice of thy fons. 
Which through their various ranks with fury runs f 
The caufe is plain, a caufe which we muft blefs; i{ 
For caprice is the daughter of/ucce/s, 
(A bad eiFedl, but from a pleafing caufe !) 
And gives our rulers undefign'd applaufe; 
Tells how their conduct bids our iveahh increafe* 
And lulls us in the downy lap xiifeacu 20. 
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irvey the bleflings of our ile;, 
xiamphant in the royal fmile^ 
c nuounds boand up> her r/W/V high» 
frci fpreading ^ails in every fky, 
ing fcenc recalls my theme again, 25 

s the madnefs of ambitious men, 
d of bloodihed, draw the murdeiing fword* 
to give mankind a iingle lord, 
lies pad are of a private kind ; 
ere is fmall; their mifchief is coniin'd: 30 
I men there are (Awake, my Mufe, 
thy verfe !) who bolder phrenzy chuie ; 
ig by gloiy, rave, and bound away ; 
/ their field, and hunumkind their prey, 
-ecian chief, th' enthuiiafl o£ his pride, 3^ 
; and terror flalking by his fide, 
nd the globe; he foars into a God ! 
, Olympus ! and fuilain his nod. 
divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
ss on mankind's miieries and pains. 49 

ghter'd ^ofis ! what citus in a blaze i 
\t^ countries I and what cnmfon^^/ .' 
lans tears his impious i)owl o'erfkNvs, 
of kingdoms lull him to repofe. 
onot thrice ten hundred years unpraife 4J| 
rous boy, and blaft his guilty bays ? 
: we then encomiums on the^vnyr, 
. orWroatf/ They perform 
;hty deeds; they, hero-like;, can flay> 
dtkeirampleddaitiiftia<kj. 5* 

O great 
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O great alliance •! O divine renown ! 
With dearth, and peftilencey to (hare the crown. 
When men extol a wild deftroyer's name. 
Earth's Builder and Preferver they blafpheme. 

One to deftroy, is murder by the law; 55 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 
To murder tbou/ands, takes a fpecious name, 
War*s glorious art, and gives voimondX fame. 

When, after battle, I the field have feen 
Spread o'er with ghaftly fhapes, which once were men; 60 
A nation crufh'd, a nation of the brave ! 
A realm of death 1 and on this fide the grave ! 
Are there, faid I, who from this fad furvey. 
This human chaos, czxrj fmiles away ? 
Kow did my heart with indignation rife ! 6j 

How honeft nature fwell'd into my eyes ! 
How was I fhock'd to think the hero's- trade 
Of fuch materials, fame and triumph, made ! 

How guilty thefe ! Yet not lefs guilty they. 
Who reach falfe glory by a fmoother way : 70 

Who wrap deftrudlion up in gentle words. 
And bows, and fmiles, more fatal than their fwords; 
Who fUfle nature, and fubfifton art'. 
Who coin xktface^ and petrify the hearty 
All real kindnefs for the fkew difcard, 75 

As marble polifh'd, and as marble hard ; ' 

Who do for gold what Chriftians do through grace, 
** With open arms their enemies embrace ;•* 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 
« The thinneft food on which a wretch can dine:'* t% 

Or, 
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Or, if they fervc you, ferve you difinclinM, 
And, in their height of kindnefs, are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
Walpde, when men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceafe, my Mufe ! the catalogue is writ; 85 
Nor one more candidate for Jams admit. 
Though difappointed thousands juftiy blame 
Thy partial pen» and boaft an equal claim: 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here. 
May fumiih laughter for another year. 90 

Then let Grifpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The J ufliee yet of being well abus'd. 
With patience wait; and' be content to reign* 
The pink of puppies in fome future ftrain. 

Some fliture ftrain, in which the Mufe (hall tell 95 
IJxSw/cience dwindles, and how 'volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark pa/Tage fhunj 
And hold their farthing candle to theyirir. 

How tortur'd texts to fpeak our fenfe are mlEide^ 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. loo 

How mifers fqueeze a young voluptuous peer; 
His £ns to Lucifer not half fo dear. 

How Verfus is lefs qualify 'd to fteal 
With fword and piftol, than with wax and feaL 
. How lawyers fees to fuch excefs are run, 1 05 

That clients are redrefs'd till they^re undone* 

How one man's anguifh is another's fport'; 
And ev'n denials coil us dea:r at court. 

How man eternally falfe judgments makes, 
Aoii all his joys and ihrrows are miftaies, 1 1 o 

V<JL. LX. M This 
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This fvvarm of themes that fettles on my pen. 
Which I, like fummer flies, fhake off again. 
Let others fing; to whom my weak effay 
But founds a prelude, and points out their prey : 
That duty dune, 1 haften to complete nr 

My own dcfign ; for Tonlon's at the gate. 

The love of Fame in its effeii furvey'd. 
The Mufe has fang I be now the caufe difplay*d : 
Since fo diffufivc, and fo wide its fway. 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey? 120^ 

Shot from above, by heaven's indulgence, came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame. 
To warm, .to raife, to deify, mankind. 
Still burning brighteft in the nobleft mind. 
By large-foul'd men, for third of fame r^nown'd, 12^^ 
Wife Imus were fram'd, and facred arts were found; 
Defire of praife firft broke the patriot^ s reft; 
And made a bulwark of the 'warrior* s brcaft ; 
It bids Argyll in fields and fenate ftiine. 
What more can prove its origin divine I *5^^ 

But, oh ! this paffion planted in the foul. 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole. 
The flaming minifter of 'virtue meant. 
Set up falfe gods, and wrong*d her high defcent. 

Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 135 

Of blots, and beauties, an alternate fource; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit. 
Who thrives upon the carcafes of wit; 
And in artrloving Scarborough is feen 
How kind a pattern Pollia might have been. 140 

Purfuit 
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Parfuit of fame with pedants fills our fckools^ 

And into coxcombs burnifhes oxxr fools i 

Parfuit of fame makes folid learning bright. 

And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 

That key of nature, by whofe wit fhe clears 1 45 

Her long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 

Tf^hy, and in what degrees, pride fways the foul ? 

(For, though in all not equally, (he reigns) 

Awake to knowledge, and attend my ftrains. 150 

Ye dodlors I hear the dodrine I difclofe. 

As true, as if 'twere writ in dulled profe ; 

As if a letter'd dunce had faid, ** 'Tis right,*> 

And imprimatur ulher'd it to light. 

: Ambition, in the truly noble mind, 15^ 

With Sifter- virtue is for ever join'd ; 

As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread. 

From guilt zxAJhame, by her laft condudt, fled: 

Her 'virtue long rebelled in firm difdain. 
And the fword pointed at her heart in vain; ^6^^ 

But, when the Have was threatened to hh laid 
Dead by her fide, her Love of Fame obeyed. 

In meaner minds ambition works alone ; 
But with fuch art puts virtue's afpedl on. 
That not more like in feature and in mien, . ji6j 

The God and mortal in the comic fcene ^. 
Falfe Julius, ambufh'd in this fair difguife. 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

* Amphitryon. 

M 2 No 
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No maflc in iq/eji mhdt ambitioa wears^ 
But in full light pricks up her afs^s ears : 17Q 

All I have Tung are inibnces of this. 
And prove my theme unfolded not amifs« 

YtvainJ defift from your erroneous ftrife; * 

Be wife, and quit xhtfal/e fublime of life. 
The true ambition diere alone refides, 175 

Where jufiice vindicates, and ivi/Jom gmdes; 
Where inward dignity joins outnvard ftate; 
0\xv purpo/e good, as our atchie^enunt great; 
Where public bkffings public praife attend ; 
Where glory is^ our motime, not our etuL lS# 

Would'ft thou be/iwwV/* Hav^ thofehigh Aee^ m view 
Brave men would a6l^ thougby^i^W^^ fhould enfae. 

Behold a Prince ! whom no fwoln thoughts inflame; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after Fame: 
But when the welfare of mankind infpires^ 1^5. 

And death, ia. view to dear-bought glory fires. 
Proud conquefb then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, fparklein his fight; 
Tumult an4 mi/t are dear, which with. them bring 
His people's blei^ngs to their ardent king : 19Q 

But, when thofe great heroic motives ceafe. 
His fwelling foulfubfides to native peace; 
FrcMn tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws^ 
Pifudden foe to fplendor and applaufe; 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 19J, 

Till men and angels jointly fhout his name* 
O pride celeftial ! which can pride difdain ; 
O bk(t ambition \ v/VdcVi KXCk tv^'ei \^ <vaiif. 
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From one hm*d Alpine hill, which props the flcy. 
In whofe deep womb unfathom'd waters Ke, 200 

Here burft the Rhone and founding Po ; there fhxne> 
Xn infant riUs, the Danube and the Rhine; 
/rom the rich ftore one fruitful urn fupj)lies. 
Whole king^oims fmile^ a thoufaiid harvefls rife. 

In Brunfwick fuch a fource the Mufe adores, 205 
Which public bleffings through half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim. 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame ; 
George, who in foes can foft afFedions raile. 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praife. 210 

Nor human rage alone his power perceives. 
But the mad <winds, and the tumultuous ^wves *. 
Ev'n ftorms (death's fierceft minifters I) forbear. 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to fpare. 
Thus, nature^ 5 felfy fupporting z«««'i decree, 215 

Stiles Britain's fovereign, fovereign of they^a. 

Whiley?^ and «/r, great Brunfwick ! fhook our ftatc. 
And fported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what fhe lov*d, and prefs'd by fear 
Of e^er, lofing what (he held moft dear, 220 

•How did Britannia, like Achilles, weep, 
• And tell her forrows to the kindred deep ! 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm. 
Strive, for Thee, with the furge, and fight the ftorm ! 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm 1 225 
Our Palinurus ilept not at the helm; 

* The king in danger by fea% 
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His eye ne'er clos'd; long fince enur'dto wake> 
And out-watch every ftar for Brunfwick's fake : 
By thwarting paffions tofs'd, by cares oppreft> 
He found the tempeft pidtur'd in his breaft : a.30 

But, noWi what joys that gloom of heart defpcl, , 
No powers of language— but his own, can tell; 
His own> which nature and the graces form» 
At will» to raife> or huih^ the ci'vil ilorm. 
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or 

THE SEA SERVICE^, 
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AN ODE TO THE KINGj, 

A N D 

A DISCOURSE ON ODE. 
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I THINK Myfclf obliged to recommend to yea 
a coniideradon of the greated importance; and I 
fhould look upon it as a great happinefs, if, at the be- 
ginning of my reign, I could fee the foundation laid 
of fo great and neceflary a work, as the increafe and 
encouragement of our feamen in general; that they 
may be invited, rather than compelled by force and 
violence, to enter into the fervicc of their country^ as 
oft as occafion (hall require it: A coniideration wor- 
thy the reprefentatives of a people great and flourifh- 
ihg in trade and navigation* This leads Me to men- 
tion to you the cafe of Greenwich Hofpital, that care 
may be taken, by fome addition to that fund> to ren- 
der comfortable and effedtual that charitable provifioa 
for the fupport and maintenance of our feamen, worn 
out, and become decrepit by age and infirmities, iit 
the fervice of their country. [Speech, Jan. 27, 1727-8.I 
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TO 

THE KING. 

I. 

/^ L D Ocean's praife 

^^ Demands my lays ; 

A truly-Brkilh tiieme 1 £ng; 

A theme fo greats 

1 dare compleat^ 

And jom.)9^]tii Ocean, Ocean's King* 

If. 

To Gods and Kings, 

The poet fings ; 
To ELings and Gods the Mufe is dear ; 

The Mufe infpires 

With all her fires; 
Begin, my foul I thy bold career. 

IIL 

From awful date. 

From high debate. 
From morning- fpleadors of a crown. 

From homage pay'd. 

From empires weigh'd 
From pl^ns of bleflihgs and rcnowiv v 



IV. 

Great Monarch! bow 
Thv beaming brow; 

^•^^ With proud defign 

InverTetolhine; 
^o rival Greek and R^man fire. 

T^c Roman Ode 

^"^f^Wde'^andllrong; 
* ivrcam divinely cicai 

The torrent roar ^^^ 

Sofam'd. pwf"^*' .-. 
.«V. o'er a Northern Ifte, 

T»«^rrTiL.e (hall know 

The iJorth can glow, 

My theme* oy^^J* 
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VIII. 

The Naval crown 

Is all his own ! 
Our Fleet,, if war t)r commerce call. 

His will performs 

Through waves and ftorms. 
And rides in triumph round the ball. 

• ^^' 

Since then the main 

Sublimes my ftirain. 
To whom fhould I addrefs my fong ^' 

To whom but Thee? 

The boundlefs Sea, 
And grateful Mufe, to George belong; 
X, 

Hail, mighty themel 

Rich mine of fame ! 
If Gods invok'd extend their aid; 

Hail fubjedl new I 

As Britain's due 
RefervM by. the Pierian maid. 
XI. 

Durft Homer's Mufe,. 

Or Pindar's, chufe 
To pour the billows on his ftring ? 

No, both defraud 

The tuneful God; 
Scarce more {ublime,.when Jove they fing- 

XII. No 
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XII. 

No former race. 

With ifa-ong embrace. 
This theme to raviih durft afpirt ; 

With virgin charms 

My fbd it warms. 
And melts melodious on my lyre* 

XIII. 

Now low, now liigh^ 

My fingers fly. 
Now pauie, and now frefh muiic (pring; 

Now dance, now creep. 

Now dive, now (weep. 
And &tck the fouod from every firing. 

XIV. 
' Now numbers rife. 
Like virgin's fighs; 
The foft Favonians melt away ; 
As from the North 
Now rufhes forth 
A blaft, that thoadcrs in my lay. 

XV. 
My lays I file 
With curious toil; 
Ye Graces ! turn the glowing lines ; 
On anvils neat 
Your fbokes repeat; 
At every firoke the work refines I 

XV 
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XVL 

How mufic charms I 

How metre warms ! 
Parent of adbions good and brave ! 

How vice it tames ! 

And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave I 

xvir. 

Jove mark'd for man 

A fcanty fpan^ 
But lent him wings to fly his doom ; 

Wit fcorns the grave;. 

To wit he gave 
The life of Gods ! immortal bloom ! 

XVIII. 

Since years will fly. 

And pleafures die. 
Day after day, as years advance; 

Since, while life lafts, 

Joy fufFers blafts 
From frowning fate^ and fickle chance; 

XIX. 
Nor Hfe is long; 
But foon we throngs 
Like autumn leaves, death!s pallidihore; 
We make, at lea^ 
Oi bad x!bA befi» 
If m life's -phantom^. Earner we.ioan 

XX. Oar 
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XX. 

Our flrains divide 

The laurel's pride; 
With thofe we lift to life, we live i 

By fame enroll'd 

With heroes bold. 
And (hare the bleflings which we give. 

XXI. 

What hero's praife 

Can fire my lay^, 
Like his, with whom my lay begun ? 

" JufHce fincere, 

" And courage clear, 
«' Rife the two columns of his throne. 

XXII. 

" How form'd for fway ! 

** Who look, obey ; 
*' They read the Monarch in his port. 

" Their love and awe 

" Supply the law; 
•* And his own luftre makes the court; 

XXIII. 
*' But (hines fupreme, 
•* Where heroes flame; 
« In war's high-hearted -pomp he prides ! 
" By godlike arts 
" Enthron'd in hearts, 
*' Our bofom-lord o*er wills prcfidcs.** 

XXIV. Oi 
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XXIV. 

Our fadlions end ! 

The nations bend ! 
For when Britannia's fons^ combined 

In fair array. 

All march one way ; 
They march the terror of mankind, 

XXY. 

If equal all 

Who tread the ball. 
Our bounded profpedl, here, would end; 

But heroes prove 

K^ fteps to Jove, 
By which our thoughts, with cafe, afcend. 

XXVI. 

From what we view 

We take the clue. 
Which leads from great, to greater things; 

Men doubt no more. 

But Gods adore. 
When fuch refemblance fhines in Kings, 

XXVII. 
On yonder height. 
What golden light 
Triumphant ftiines, and fhines xdone F 
Unrivaird blaze ! 
The nations gaze ! 
*Tis not the fun, 'tis Britain's throne. 

XXVIII. Out 



tj6 YOUNG 'S POIHS. 

xxvra. 

Our Monarchy there, 

Rear'd high in aiiv 
Should tempeih rife, diidainir tD bend$ 

Like Bridih oak. 

Derides the firoke; 
His blooming Honours £ir extend^! 

XXIX. 

Beneath them lies. 

With lifted eyes, 
F^ Albion^ like an amorons mud; 

While intereft wings 
. Bold foreign Kings • 
ToRy^ like eagles, to his (hade. 

XXX. 

At his proud foot 

The Sea pour'd out. 
Immortal nourifhment Aipplies; 

Thence wedth, and ftater 
And power, and-— Fate,, 
Which Europe read^in Georg0'»e)iDes^ 
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[T O W imperfeft foever my own compoiition may 

^ be, yet am I willing to fpeak a word or two, of 
be nature of Lyric Poetry ; to fhew that I have, at 
»ft, fome idea of perfedtion in that kind of poem in 
^hich I am engaged; and that I do not think myfelf 
oet enough entirely to rely on infpiration for my fuc- 
efs in it» 

To our having, or not having this idea of perfec- 
ion in the poem we undertake, is chiefly owing the 
nerit or demerit of our performances, as alfo the 
Qodefly or vanity of our opinions concerning them. 
\nd in fpeaking of it I fhall fhew how it unavoidably 
lomes to pafs, that ^W Poets, that is. Poets in general, 
ire efteemed, and really are^ the moft vain, the moil 
rritable, and moil ridiculous fet of men upon earth. 
Int Poetry in its own nature is certainly 

« — Non hos qusfitum munus in ufus." Vi R o. 

He that has an idea of perfe^on in the work he 
mdertakes may fail in it; he that has not, muft: and 
ret he will be vain. For every little degree of beauty, 
low fliort or improper foever, will be looked on 
bndly by him; becaufe it is all pure gains, and more 
lian he promifed to himfelf ; and becaufe he has no 
:eft, or ilandard in his judgement, with which to 
:haftife his opinion of it. 

Vol, LX. K ^^-^^ 
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Now this idea of perfe£tion is, in Poetiy> more 
refined than in other kinds of writing; andbecaufe 
more refined, therefore more difficult; and becanfe 
more difficult, therefore more rarely attained; and the 
non-attainment of it is, as I have faid, the fource of 
our vanity. Hence the poetic clan are more obnoxious 
to vanity than others. And from vanity confeqaend- 
ally flows that great fenfibility of difreipedt, that quick 
refentment, that tinder of die mind that kindles at 
every fpark, and juflly marks them out for the " gcnos 
irritabile'* among mankind. And from this com- 
buitible temper, this ferious anger for no very f^rioos 
things, things looked on by mofk as foreign to the im- 
portant points of life, as confequentially flows that 
inheritance of ridicule, which devolves on them, fiwn 
generation to generation. As foon as they become an- 
thers, they become like Ben Jonfbn's angry boy, and 
learn the art of quarrel. 

•' —Concordes animae— dum nofle prementur; 
** Heu ! quantum inter fe bellum, fi lumina vitae 
^' Attigerint; quantas acies, fbagemque ciebunt ! 
" Qui Juvenes ! quantas oftenunt, afpice, vires. 
*' Ne, Pueri ! ne tanta animis afluefcite beUa. 
" Tuque prior, tu parce, genus qui ducis Olympo, 
*« Syderio flagrans clypeo, Sc cceleftibus armis, 
" Projice tela manu, fanguis meus ! 
** Nee te ullae facics, non terruit ipfe Typhceus 
«' Arduus, arma tenens; non te Meffapus & Ufens, 
•' Contemptorque Deftm Mezentius.** Vi»c. 

Bat 
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But to return. He that has tins idea of perfedtion 
in the work he undertakes^ however fnccefsful he '^ 
wiUjret he m§dtfii hecaufe to rife up to that idea, 
whidi he propofed for his model, is ahnoft, if not ab- 
iioteely, impoffiUe. 

Thefe two obfervations account for what may feem 
as ftrange, as it is infallibly true; I mean, they ihew 
lis why good writers have the loweft, and bad writers 
diehigheft, opinion of their own performances. They 
who have only a fartial idea of this perfe^on, as^ 
their portion of ignorance or knowledge of it is greater 
w lefs, have proportionable degrees of modefty or 
conceit, '* 

Nor, though natural good underftanding makes a 
tolerably juft judgement in things of this nature, will 
the reader judge the worfe, for forming to himfelf a 
nodon of what he ought to expe£^ from the piece he 
has in hand, before he begins his peruial of it. 

The Ode, as it is the eldeft kind of Poetry, if> it is 
more fpiritous, and more remote from Profe than any 
other, in fenfe, (bund, expreffion, and condu^^. Its 
thoughts fhould be uncommon, fnblime, and moral; 
its numbers full, eafy, and moft harmonious; its ex« 
preffion pure, ftrong, delicate, yet unaffeded; and of 
a cnriMs felicity beyond other Poems; its condwft 
fhould be rapturous, fomewhat abrupt, and imme- 
thodical to a vulgar eye. That apparent order, and 
comexion, which gives form and life to feme compo- 
fitions, takes away the very foul ofthiu Fire, eleva- 
tion, and feledt thought, are indifpenfable; an hum- 

N z U-. 
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ble, ume, and vulgar Ode is the moft pitiful error a 
pen can commit. 

*' Mttfa dedit Fidibus divo8> puerofque Deorum." 

And as its fubjedts are fublime, its writer's gemus 
ihould be To too; otherwife it becomes the meaneft 
thing in writing, viz. ap involuntary burlefque. 

It is the genuine charadler^ and true merit of the 
Ode^ a little to ftartle fome apprehenfions. Men of 
cold complexions are very apt to miilake a want of 
vigour in their imaginations^ for a delicacy of tafte in 
their judgements ; and, like perfons of a tender fight* 
they look on bright objeds, in their natural luftrc, as 
too glaring ; whsft is moft delightful to a ftrongcr eye, 
is psdnful to them. Thus Pindar^ who has as much 
logic at the bottom as Ariflotle or Euclid, to fome 
critics has appeared a^ mad ; and muft appear ib to all 
who enjoy no portion of his own divine fpirit. Dwarf- 
underflandings^meafuring others by their own ftandard* 
are apt to think they fee a moniler^ when they fee a 
man. 

And indeed it feems to be the amends which nature 
makes to thofe whom ihe has not blefTed with an eleva- 
tion of mind, to indulge them in the comfortable 
miftake, that all is wrong, which falls not within the 
narrow limits of their own comprehenfions and reliih. 

Judgement, indeed, that mafculine power of the 
mind, in Ode, as in all compofitions^ ihould bear the 
fupreme fway; and a beautiful imagination^ as its 
miilrefs^ fhould be fubdued to its dominion. Hence» 

and 
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and hence only, can proceed the fairefl offspring of the 
haman mind. 

But then in Ode, there is this difference from other 
kinds of Poetry; that, there, the imagination, like a 
very beautiful miftrefs, is indulged in the appearance 
of domineering; though the judgement, like an artful 
lover, in reality carries its point; and the lefs it is 
fafpeded of it, it ihews the more mafterly condudl, 
and deferves the greater commendation. 

It holds true in this province of writing, as in war, 
*' The more danger, the more honour." It muft be 
yery enterprizing; it muft, in Shakefpeare's ftyle, have 
hair-breadth *fcapes ; and often tread the very brink of 
error : nor can it ever deferve the applaufe of the nal 
judge, unlefs it renders itfelf obnoxious to the mifap- 
prehenfions of the contrary. 

Such is Caiimire's ftrain among the moderns, whofe 
lively wit, and happy fire, is an honour to them. And 
Buchanan might juftly be much admired, if any thing 
more than the fweetnefs of his numbers^ and the 
purity of his diftion, were his own : his original, from 
which I have taken my motto, through all the difad- 
vantages of a Northern profe tranflation, is ftill admir- 
able ; and, Cowley fays, as preferable in beauty to 
Buchanan, as Judaea is to Scotland. 

Pindar, Anacreon, Sappho, and Horace, are the great 
Mafters of Lyric poetry among Heathen writers. 
Pindar*s Mufe, like SacharifTa, is a flately, imperi- 
ous, and accomplifhed beauty; equally difdaining the 
ufe of art, and the fear of any rwa\; fo \\\\»xv!:.'»^^^^ 

N 3 ^'-^-^^^ 
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that it was thie higheft commendation that coakL be 
given an Antient> that he was not afraid to tafte of 
her charms ; 

'* Pindarici fontis qui non cxpalluit h&uftus ;" 
a danger which Horace declares he durft not nm. 

Anacreon*s Mufe is like Amoret, moft fweet;, na- 
tural, and delicate; all ov^ flowers, graces, and 
charms; infpiring complacency, not awe; and (he 
feems to have good-nature enough to Mimt a rival 
which (he cannot/ir^. 

Sappho's Mufe, like Lady , is paflionately tender, 

and glowing; like oil fet on fire, Ihe is Jo/t, and 
^wanHi in excefs. Sappho has left us a few frag- 
ments only; Time has fwallowed the reft; but that 
little which remams, like the remaining jewel of 
Cleopatra, after the other was diflblved at her ban- 
quet, may be efteemed (as was that jewel) a fofiqent 
ornament for the godde(s of beauty herfel£ 

Horace's Mufe (like one 1 fliall not prefmne to 
name) is corred, folid, and moral; .flie joins all the 
fweetnefs and majefly, all the fenfe and the fire of the 
former, in the juileft proportions and degrees; fuper- 
adding a felicity of drefs entirely her own. She 
moreover is diitinguiihable by this particularity. That 
fhe abounds in bidden graces, and fecret channi» 
which none but the difcerning can difcover; nor are 
any capable of doing full juiHce, in their opinioi^ to 
her excellencies, without giving the world, at the 
fame time, an inconteflable proof of refinement in 
their own underftandings. 

Bao 
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But, after all, to the honour of our own country 
I muft add, that I think Mr. Dryden's Ode on St. 
Cecilia's Day inferior to no compolition of this kind* 
Its chief beauty confills in adaptmg the numbers moft 
happily to the variety of the occafion. Thofe by 
which he has chofen to exprefs Majelly, (viz.) 
Afiumes the God, 
Affedts to nod. 
And feems to ihake the fpheres. 
are chofen m the following Ode, becaufe the fubjed 
of it is great 

For the more harmony likewife, I chofe the fre- 
quent return of rhyme; which laid me under great 
difficulties. But difficulties overcome give grace and 
pleafure. Nor can I account for the pleafure of rhyme 
in general (of which the moderns are too fond) but 
from diis truth. 

But then the Writer muft take care that the diffi- 
jculty // overcome. That is, he muft make rhyme 
confiftent with as perfedl fenfe, and expreffion, as 
could be expedted if he was free from that fhackle. 
Otherwifc, it gives neither grace to the work, nor 
pleafure to the reader, nor, confequently, reputation 
to rfie Poet. 

To fum the whole: Ode fhould be peculiar, but 
not ftrained; moral, but not flat; natural, but not 
obvious; delicate, but not affefted; noble, but not 
ambitioas; lull, but not obfcnre; fiery, but not mad; 
thick, but not loaded in its numbers, which fhould 
be moft harmomoa^ wtthoat the leaft faprifice of ex- 

N 4 preffion. 
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preflion, or of fenfe. Above all, in this, as in every 
work of genius, fomewhat of an original fpirit fliould 
be, at leaf!-, attempted; otherwife the Poet, whofe 
character difclaims mediocrity, makes a fecondary 
praife his ultimate ambition; which has fomething of 
a contradidtion in it. Originals only have true life, 
and differ as much from the bell Imitations, as men 
from the moft animated pidures of them. Nor is 
what I fay at all inconfiftent with a due deference for 
the great ftandards of Antiquity; nay, that very de- 
ference is an argument for it, for doubtlefs their ex- 
ample is on my fide in this matter. And we fhould 
rather imitate their example in the general motives, 
and fundamental methods of their working, than in 
their works themfelves. This is a diftindion, I think, 
not hitherto made, and a diilindion of confequence. 
For the firfl may make us their equals ; the fecond 
mufl: pronounce us their inferiors even in our utmoil 
fuccefs. But the firfl of thefe prizes is not fo readily 
taken by the moderns ; as valuables too mafTy for cafy 
carriage are not fo liable to the thief. 

The Antients had a particular regard to the choice 
of their fubjeds ; which were generally national and 
great. My fubjeft is, in its own nature, noble; moft 
proper for an Engliftiman ; never more proper than on 
this occafion; and (what is ftrange) hitherto unfung. 

If I Hand not abfolutely condemned by my own 

rules; if I have hit the fpirit of Ode in general; if I 

cannot think with Mr. Cowley, that " Mufic slont, 

" fometimes, makes an excellent Ode," 

^^ • «' Verfos 
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" Verfus inopes rerum, nugaeque canorae;" 
if there is any thought, enthufiafm, and pifture, which 
are as the body, foul, and robe of poetry ; in a word, 
if in any degree I have provided rather food for men, 
than air for wits ; I hope fmaller faults will meet in- 
dulgence for the fake of the defign, which is the 
glory of my Country and my King. 

And indeed, this may be faid, in general, that great 
fubjcds are above being nice; that dignity and fpirit 
ever fufFer from fcrupulous exadlnefs ; and that the 
minuter cares effeminate a compofition. Great mailers 
of Poetry, Painting, and Statuary, in their nobler 
works, have even affiedled the contrary: and juflly; 
for a truly-mafculine air partakes more of the negli- 
gent, than of the neat, both in writings, and in life 

«* Grandis oratio haberet majellatis fuae pondus." 

Pbtron. 
A Poem, like a criminal, under too fevere correc- 
tion, may lofe all its fpirit, and expire. We know 
it was Faber imus, that was fuch an artiil at a hair or 
a nail. And we know the caufe was 
«' Quia ponere totum 

«' Nefcius." HoR. 

To clofe; If a piece of this nature wants an apo- 
logy, I muft own, that thofe who have flrength of 
mind fufficient profitably to devote the whole of their 
time to xhe Je'verer iludies, I defpair of imitating, I 
can only envy and admire. The mind is relieved 
and ftrengthened by variety; and he that fometimes \s 
fporting with his pen, is only taking the moil effedlual 

means 
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means of giving a general importance to it. This 
trudi is clear from the knowledge of human nature^ 
and of Hiftory; from which I could cite very cele- 
brated inftances> did I not fear that* by citing them* 
I fhould condemn myfelf, who am fo little qualified to 
follow their example in its full extent. 



OCEAN; 



[ 187 ] 

O C E A N; 
A N O D E. 

ONCLUDING WITH A WISR 



Let the Tea make a noife^ let the floods dap their 
'* hands.'* Psal. xcviiL 



O W E E T rural fcene ! 

^ Of flocks and green ! 
At carelefs eafe my limbs are fpread; 

All nature ftiU^ 

fiut yonder rill; 
And Mening pines nod o'er my head: 

11. 

In profpefl wide. 

The boundlefs tide ! 
Waves ceafe to foam, and mnds to roar ; 

Without a breeze. 

The curling feas 
Dance oq, in meafurej ^o the fliore* 



III. Who 
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III. 

Who fmgs the fource 

Of wealth and force ? 
Vaft field of commerce and big war : 

Where wonders dwell ! 

Where terrors fwell ! 
And Neptune thunders from his car ? 
IV- 

Where ? where arc they. 

Whom Paean's ray 
Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave ? 

What, noncafpire? 

1 fnatch the lyre. 
And plunge into the foammg wave, 

V. 

The wave refounds 1 

The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my fong reply ! 

I lead the choir. 

And they confpire 
With voice and fhell to lift it high; 
VI. 

They fpread in air 

Their bofoms fair; 
Their verdant treffes pour behind. 

The billows beat 

With nimble feet. 
With notes triumphant fwell the wind. 



VI 
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VII. 

Who love the fhore. 

Let thofe adore 
God Apollo, and his Nme^ 

Parnaffus' hill. 

And Orpheus' fkill; 
let Arion's harp be mine* 

VIII. 

The main 1 the main I 

Is Britain's reign; 
ftrength, her glory, is her fleet? 

The main ! the main ! 

Be Briton's ftram; 
Triton's ftrong* as Syren's iWeet* 

IX. 

Through nature wide,, 

Is nought defcry'd 
ich in pleafure, or furprizej 

When all-ferene. 

How fweet the fcene ! 
/ dreadful, when the billows rife» 
X. 

And ftorms deface 

The fluid glafs, 
/hich ere-while Britannia fair 

Look'd down with pride> 

Like Ocean's bride, 
ailing her majeflic air. 

XL tVhcn 



I9P YOUNG'S POEMS. 

XI. 

When tempefb ceafe. 

And hufh'd in peace 
The flattened furges iboothly fpread 

Deep (Uence keep^ 

And feem to ileep 
Recumbent on their oosy bed; 

XII. 

With what a trance 

The level glance^ 
Unbroken, ihoots along the feas ! 

Which tempt from fhore 

The painted oar ; 
And every canvas coorts the breeze ! 

XIII. 

When ruihes forth 

The frowning North 
On blackening billows, with what dread 

My (huddering fool 

Beholds them roll> 
And hears their roarings o'er my head ! 

XIV. 

With terror mark 

Yon flying bark I 
Now, center-deep defcend the brave ; 

Now, tofs'd on high 

It takes the (ky, 
A feather on the towering wave ! 

XV. No> 
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XV. 

Now, fpins around 

In whirls profound; 
Now, whelm'd; now> pendantnear the cloids; 

Now, ftunn'd, it reels 

Midft thunder's peals; 
And, DOWjt fierce lightning fires the ihrouds* 

XVI. 

All aether bums ! 

Chaos returns ! 
And blends once more the feas and fides; 

No fpace between 

Thy bofom green, 
O Deep ! and the blue concave, lies* 

XVII. 

The northerly blaft. 

The fhatter'd mail. 
The fyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock. 

The breaking (pout. 

The ftars gone out. 
The boiling freight, the monfters (hock, 

XVIU. 

Let others fear; 

To Britain dear 
Whate'er. promotes her daring claim; 

Thofe terrors charm. 

Which keep her warm 
In chace of honeft gain or fame* 

XIX. The 
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XIX. 

The ftars are bright 

To chear the night. 
And fhcd, through fhadows tempcr'd fire;^ 

And Phoebus flames 

With bumilh'd beams. 
Which Tome adore, and all admire. 

XX. j 

Are then the Teas 

Outfhone by thefe ? 
Bright Thetys ! thou art' not outfhone; 

With kinder beams. 

And fofter gleams. 
Thy bofom wears them as thy own. 
XXI. 

There, fet in green> 

Oold-ftars are feen, 
A mantle rich ! thy charms to wrap;. 

And when the fun 

His race has run. 
He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 

XXII. 
Thofe c1ouds> whofe dyes 
Adorn the fkies, 
- That fdver fnow, that pearly rain; 
Has Phoebus flole 
To grace the pole. 
The plunder of th* ifivaded mainl 

XXIIL The 
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XXIII. 

The gaudy bone, 

Whofe colours glow^ 
^^oTe arch with fo much ikill is bcnu 

To Phoebus* ray. 

Which paints fo gay. 
By thee the watery woof was lent. 

XXIV. 

In chambers deep. 

Were waters fleep. 
What unknown treafures pave the floor ! 

The pearl in rows 

Pale luftre throws ; 
The wealth immenfe, which ftorms devour. 

XXV. 

From Indian mines. 

With proud deiigns. 
The merchant, fwoln, digs golden ore. 

The tempells rife. 

And feize the prize. 
And tois him breathlefs on the (hore. 
XXVL 

His fon complains 

In pious ibrains 
" Ah ! cruel thirft of gold!'* he criesj 

Then ploughs the msdn. 

In zeal for gain. 
The tears yet fwelling in his eyes. 
OL. LX. O XXVII. 
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XXVIL 

Thou watery vaft 

What mounds are caft 
To bar thy dreadful flowings-o'er ? 

Thy proudeft foam 

Muft know its home ; 
But rage of gold difdains a ihore. 

XXVIII. 

Gold Pleafure buys; 

But Pleafure dies» 
To foon the grofs fruition doys : 

Though raptures court. 

The fenfe is Ihort ; 
But Virtue kindles living joys ; 

XXIX. 

Joys fdt alone ! 

Joys alk'd of none ! 
Whifch Timers and Foftune*s arrows mifs; 

Joys that fubfift. 

Though Fates refift. 
And unprecarious endlefs blifs ! 

XXX. 
The foul refin'd 
Is moil inclined 
To every moral excellence ; 
All Vice is dull, 
A knave's a ibol ; 
And^irtue is the child of Senfe. 

XXXI.' 
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XXXI. 

The virtuous mind 

Nor wave, nor wind« 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frowHf a 

The ihaken ball. 

Nor planets fall. 
From its firm bails can dethrone* 

XXXII. 

This Britain knows. 

And therefore glows 
With generous paffions, and expends ' 

Her wealth and zeal 

On public weal. 
And brightens both by godlike ends, ' ' 

XXXIIL 

What end fo great. 

As that which late 
Awoke the Genius of the main^ 

Which towering rbfe 

With George to clofe. 
And rival great Eliza's reign ?' 

XXXIV. 

A voice has flown 

From Britain's throne 
To reinflame a grand defign ; 

That voice ihall rear 

Yon *fahnck fair p 
As Nature's rofe at the divine. 

• Greenwich* 

O z XXXV. When 
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XXXV. 

When nature fprang, 

filed angels fung, 
Jlnd (houted o'er the riiing ball; 

For drains as high 

As man's can fly^ 
Thefe fea-devoted honours cAlL 
XXXVI. 

From boifterous feas. 

The lap of eafc 
Receives our wounded and our old ^ 

High domes afcend 1 

Stretch'd arches bend 1 
Proud columns fwell ! wide gates unfold 1 
XXXVII. 

So fleeps the grain> 

In foftering raix^ 
And vital beams^ till Jove deicenfl ; 

Then burfts the root ! 

The verdures fhoot ! 
And earth enrich, adorn, defend] 
XXXVIIL 

Here, foft-redin'd 

From wave, from wind* 
And Fortune's tempeft fafe afhore;. 

To cheat their care. 

Of former war 
They talk the pleafing fhadows o'er. • 

XXXIX. 
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XXXIX- 

In lengthened talesr 

Our fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lenitives of age ! 

Andy o'er the bowl. 

They fire the foul 
Of Mening youth> to martial rage» 

XL. 

The flory done. 

Their fettmg fun. 
Serenely fmiling down the Welt, 

In ibft decay,' 

They drop away; 
And Honour leads them to their reft.. 

. XLL 

Unhappy they ! 

And falfely gay ! 
Who bafk for ever in fuccefe; 

A conilant feaft 

Quite palls the tafte. 
And long enjoyment is diftrcfs. 

XLII. 

What charms us moft> 

Our joyi our boaft, 
Fanuliar, lofes all its glofs ; 

And gold refin'd 

The fated mmd 
Faffidious turns to perfcdb drois. 

o 3 XLirr. ^vher^^ 
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XLIII. 

When, after toil. 

His native foil 
The panting mariner regains, * 

What tranfport flows 

From bare repoft ! 
We reap our fdeafnre from our paiav* > 

XLIV. 
Ye warlike ilain ! 
Beneath the main, 
"Wrapt in a watery winding flieet ; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country's good. 
Your country's full-blown glory greets*. 

XLV. 

What powerful charm 

Can death difarm ? 
Your long, your iron {lumbers breaks 

By Jove, by Fame, 

By George's name. 
Awake! awake I awake! 

XLVL 

Our joy fo proud. 

Our fhout fo loud. 
Without a charm the dead might )ieaic> 

And fee, they rouze ! 

Their awful brows, 
Deep-fearM, from oozy pillows rear !i 

XLVIL ^ 
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With fpiral (helU 
FuU-blafted, teU 
That fdl your watery reialms ihoold ring; 
Your pearl-alcoves. 
Your coral-groves. 
Should echo theirs, and Britain's kit)gC 
XLVIII. 
As long as liars 
Guide mariners. 
As Carolina's virtues pleaie. 
Or funs invite 
The ravifh'd fight. 
The Britilh flag fhall fweep the feas, ' 
XLIX. 
Peculiar both ! 
Our foil's ftrohg growth. 
And our bold natives hardy mind; 
Sure Heaven befpoke 
Our hearts, and oak. 
To give a mafter to mankind. ' ^ 

L. 
That nobleft birth 
Of teeming earth. 
Of forefis fair that daughter proud, - 
To foreign coaits 
Our grandeur boafts. 
And Briuin's ple^fure fpeaks aloodL ^^^ 

O 4 LL Now 
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Now big with war 
Sends Fate from far, 
JKrebel realms their Fate demand^ 
Now, fumptttous fpoils 
Of foreign foils 
Pours in the bofbm of our land. 
LII. 
Hence^ Britain lays^ 
In fcales, and weighs 
The fates of kingdoms and of kings; 
And as fhe frowns. 
Or fmiles, on crowns 
A night or day of glory (prings« 
LIIL 
Thus Ocean fwells 
The flreams and rills. 
And. to their borders lifts them highf 
Or elfe withdraws 
The mighty caufe. 
And leaves their famiih'd channels dry^ 

LIV. 
How mixt, how frail> 
How fure to fail. 
Is every pleafure of mankind 1 
A damp deflroys 
My blooming joys. 
While Britain's glory fires my mind.. 

LV. For 
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LV. 

For who can gaze 

On reftlefs Teas, 
tJhftruck with life's more reftlcfsflatc/ 

Where all are tofs*d. 

And moft are loll 
By tides of paffion, blaib of fate I 

LVI. 

The world**s the mdnr 

How vext ! how vain ! 
Ambition fwellsj and Anger foams ; - ' 

May good men findj 

Beneath the wind, 
A noikMs fhore> wirnffled homes 1 

LVII. 

The public fcene 

Of hardened men 
Tpeach me, O teach me to defpifeT 

The world few know 

But to their woe. 
Our crimes with our e3q)erience rife. ;'• 

LVIII. 
All tender fenfe- 
Is banifh'd thcnce,- 
All maiden nature's firft alarm*. 
What ihock'd before 
Difgufts no more. 
And* what difguftedhas its ciuums* 

LIX. In 
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UK.' 

In landUdps green ' 

True Blifs is feen^ 
l^hhljonocence, in (hades, flic iporUrf 

In wealthy towns 

Proud Labour frowns^ 
And paki^i. Sorrow ihiiles in courta. 

LX. 

Thefe fcenes untry'd 

Seduced my pride, 
Tof fortune's arrows bar*d my breafi^ 

Tili Wifdom came, 

A hoary dame ! 
And told me pleafuire was in reft* 

LXL 

«♦ O may I fteal 

«* Along the vale 
^ Of humble li^, fecure ffom fbes^* 

*• My friend fincere I 

** My judgment clear ! 
^And gentle bufineis my repoiel > 

LXII. 
" My mind be ftrong » 
** To combat wrong I 
** Grateful, O King ! for favours fboQ^n! 
" Soft to complain 
" For others' pain I 
«' Attd bold to triumph o'er myo^.i 
' ' LXIII. « (Wl 
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« (When Fortune's kmd) 

«• Ac^te to find, 
« And warm to relilh every boon I 
,. .» . ** And wife to ftill 

** Fantaftic ill, 
•» Whofe frightful fpedres ftalk at nowi! 

LXIV. 

" No frultlefs toils ! 

«< No brainlefs broils ! 
M Each nK)ment levePd at the mark \ 

«' Our day ib (hort 

" Invites nb fport; 
•* Be fad wid folemri when 'tis dark» 

LXV. ' 

« Yet PAidence ftill 

** Rein thou my will ! 
^ What's moft important, make moft deas ! 

« For 'tis in this,. 

*' Refides true blifsj 
** True biifs, a deity fevere I 
LXVL 

** When temper leans 

** To gayer fcene^, 
•• And ferious life void moments fpares^ 

*' jThe fylvan chace » 

" My finews brace ! 
^ Or fong unbend my mind frcHn cares f 

LXVII. *' Nor 



j^ YOUNG'S poems:. 
Lxvn. 

•* Nor flum, mj Ibnl! 
«^ The gaual boi^ 
« Wlicre mirth, good-iianiie» %iri^ floirE 
<* Ingredients thrif» 

* Above;, to pleale 

« The laoglung gods, die wife, below. 

Lxvni. • 

^ Thoagh rich the Tine,. 

* More wit, than wine. 

More fenfe, than wit, good-will than art> 
** May I provide I 
«* Fair Truth, my pride ! 

** My joy, the converie of the heart ! 

LXIX..' 

*« The gloomy brow, 

•• The broken vow, 
•* To diftant climes, ye gods I remove t 

«* The nobly-foul'd 

** Their commerce hold 
«< ^th words of truth, and looks of love t 

LXX. 
** O gbrious aim ! 
•* O wealth fupremc ! 

* Divine Benevolence of foul V 

« That greatly glows, 
«» And freely flows, 

* And in one blcffing grafps the whole \ 

LXXI. " 
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LXXI. 

"** Prophetic fchemes, 

** And golden dreams* 
^' May I, unfanguine* caft awayl 

" Have, what I have ! 

" And live, not leave, 
-*' Enamour 'd of ^the prefent day! 

LXXII. 

•* My hours my own ! 

«* My faults unknown ! 
^' My chief revenue in content ! 

'* Then, leave one beam 

" Ofhoneftfame! 
-^ And fcorn the labour'd monument! 
LXXIII. 

** Unhurt my urn ! 

*' Till that great turn 
•*' When mighty Naturc^s felf ihall die 

" Time ceafc to glide, 

** With human pride, 
** Sunk in the Ocean of Eternity." 
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T O T H E 

IGBT HON. THOMAS LORD PARKER, 

BARON OF MACCLESFJED, 
LORD HIGH-CHANCELLOR OF GREAT-BRITAIN, 

ETC. ETC. 
M Y L O R IX, 

hp HOUGH I have not the honour of being known to 
* your Lordlhip, I prefume to take a privilege 
ivhich men of retirement are apt to think rhemfelves 
in pofTeflion of, as being the only method they have 
of making their way to perfons of your Lordfliip's 
liigh flation without ftruggling through multitudes 
for accefs. I may poflibly fail in my re{pedl to your 
Lordfhip, even while I endeavour to fhew it mo'ft; 
but if I err, it i$ becaufe I imagined I ought not to ' 
make my lirft approach to one of your Lordftiip's exalted 
charadler with lefs ceremony than that of a Dcfdica- 
tion. It is annexed to the condition of eminent 
merit, not to fuffer more from the malice of its ene- 
mies, than from the importunity of its admirers; 
and perhaps it would be unjuft, that your Lordfhip 
Ihould hope to be exempted from the troubles, when 
you pofTefs all the talents, of a patron. 

I have here a fairoccafion to celebrate thofe fublime 
qualities, of which a whole nation is feniible, were it 
not inconfiftent with the delign of my prefent appli- 
cation. By the juft difchargc of your great employ- 
ments, your Lordlhip may well deferve the prayers 

Vol. LX. P of 
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of the diftreffed, the thanks of your country, and the 
approbation of your Royal M after: this indeed is a 
reafon why every good Briton (hould applaud your 
Lordlhip ; but it is equally a reafon why none fhould 
difturb you in the execution of your important affairs 
by works of fancy and amuiemcnt. I was therefore 
induced to make this addrefs to your Lordfhip, by 
confidering you rather in the amiable light of a per- 
fon diftinguifhed for a refined talte of the polite arts, 
and the candour that ufually attends it, than in the 
dignity of your public charafter. 

The greatnefs and folemnity of the fubjefts treated 
of in the fdlowing Work cannot fail in fome meafure 
to recommend it to a peribn who holds in the utmoft 
veneration thofe facred books from which it is taken; 
and would at the fame time juflify to the world my 
choice of the great name prefixed to it, could I be 
aiTored that the undertaking had not fuffered in my 
hands. Thus much I think myfelf obliged to iay» 
that if this little Performance had not been very in- 
dulgently fpoken of by fome, whofe judgment is imi- 
verfally allowed in writings of this nature, I had not 
dared to gratify my ambition in offering it to yoor 
Lordfhip : I am fenfible that I am endeavouring to eX' 
cufe one vanity by another; but I hope I fhall meet 
with pardon for it, fince it is vifibly intended to fhevr 
the great fubmifTion and refpe^t with which I am* 
My Lord, 
Your Lordship's moft obedient 

and moft humble Servant, 

EDWARD YOUNG. 
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^ HRI C E happy Job long liv'd in Regal Stete, 
'*' Nor faw the fumptuoas Eaft a prince (b great; 
Whofe worldly ftores in fach abundance flow'd, 
Whofe heart with fuch exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign* $ 

And ills on ills fucceed ; a dreadful train 1 
What now but deaths^ and poverty^ and wrong. 
The fword wide-waftingy the reproachful tongue* 
And fpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all o'ef 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ! lo 
A phange fo fad what mortal here could bear ? 
Exhauded woe had left him nought to fear; 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he preft. 
Wept ia the dufl, and forely fmote his breafl. 
His friends around the deep aiRidtion moum'd, i^ 
F^t all his pangs, and groan for groan retum'd; 
In anguiih of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And feven long days in folemn filence fpent; 
A debt of reverence to diilrefs fo great ! 
Then Job c^ntsun'd no more; but curs'd his fate* 20 

P.i His 
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His day of birth, its inaufjricious light. 
He wiihes funk in (hades of cndlefs night. 
And blotted from the year; nor fears to. crave 
Death, inftant death; impatient for the grave. 
That feat of peace, that manfion of repofe, ^5 

Where reft and mortals are no longer foes ; 
Where counfellors are huftiM, and mighty kiQg.8 
(O happy turn!) no more are- wretched things. 

His words were daring, and difpleas'd his friends; 
His condudl they reprove, and he defends; . Jt' 

And now they kindled into warm debate. 
And fentiments oppos'd with equal heat; 
Fix*d in opinion, both refufe to yield. 
And fummon all their reafon to the field : 
So high at length their arguments were wrought, 35 
They reach'd the laft extent of human thought: 
A paufe enfued. — ^When, lo ! heaven interposed. 
And awcfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible furprize, 
A fudden whirlwind blacken'd all the flcies : 40 

(They faw, and trembled I) from the darknefs broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th* Almighty fpoke : 

Who gives his tongue a loofe fo bold and vain, 
Cenfures my conduct, and reproves my reign; 
Lifts up his thought againft me from the duft, 45 

And tells the World's Creator what is juft? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs eye. 
Face my demand, and give it a reply : 
Where didft Thou dwell at nature's early birth ? 
Who laid foundations for the fpacious earth? 50 

Who 
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Whp on its furface di4 extend* the line. 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the comer-ftonc ? What hand, declare. 
Hang it on nought, and faftenM it on air; 
. When the bright morning ftars in concert fung, 55. 
When heaven's high arch with loud hofannahs rung. 

When fhouting fons of God the triumph crown'd,. 

And the wide concave thunder 'd with the found ? 

Earth's numerous iingdomsyha^ Thou, viewed them all? 

And can thy fpan of knowledge grafp the ball? 60 

Who heav'd the mountainy which fublimely. ftands. 

And cafts its ihadow into diftant lands ? 
Who, ftretching forth his fceptre o'er the deep, . 

Can that wide world in due fubjedion keep? 

I broke the. globe, I fcoop'd its hollow fide, . ,65 

And did a bafon for the floods provide ; 

I chain'd them with my word; the boiling fea, 

Work'd up in tempefls, hears my great decree; 

** Thus far, thy floating tide (hall be convey 'd; . 

" And here, O main, be thy proud billows ftay'd^" 70 
Haft Thou explor'd xhc/ecrets of the deep. 

Where, ihut from ufe, unnumber'd treafures fleep ? •» 

Wliere,. down a thoufand fathoms from the day. 

Springs the^ great fountain, mother of the fea ? 

Thofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 75 

Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 
Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to Thee ? 

Death's inmoft chambers didft Thou ever fee? 

E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 

To the black portal through th' incumbent fliade ? So 

P 3 Deep 
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Deep are thofe fliades j^ but fhades ftill deeper Ude 
My counfels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the light P In what refulgent dome? 
And where has darknejs made her difmal home ? 
Thou know'ft, no doubt, fince thy large heart is ^ught 85 
With ripenM wifdom, through long ages brought; 
Since nature was call'd forth when Thou waft by> ' 
And into Being rofe beneath thine eye ! 

Are mifts begotten ? Who their father knew ? 
Vrom whom defcend the pearly drops of dew ? 90 
To bind the dream by night, what hand can boafi. 
Or whiten morning with the hoary /r^/* 
Whofe powerful breath, from northern regions blown, 
Touches the fea, and turns it into ftone ? 
A fudden defart fpreads o'er realms defacM^ 95 

And lays one half of the creation wafte ? 

Thou know'fl Me not ; thy blindnefs cannot iee 
How vaft a diftance parts thy God from Thee. 
CanH Thou in ivbirl-winds mount aloft? Canft Thou 
In clouds and darknefs wrap thy awful brow; 100 

And, when day triumphs in meridian light* 
Put forth thy hand, and fhade the world with night? 

Who launched the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Sufpended feas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who can refrefh the burning fandy plain, 105 

And quench the fummer with a wafte of rain ? 
Who, in rough defarts, far from human toil. 
Made rocks bring forth, and defolation fmile ? 
There blooms the rofe, where human face ne'er fhone^ 
And fpreads its beauties to the fun alone. 1 10 

Ta 
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To check the (ka^fer, who iifts his iotul on Ugh* 
And ihuts the fluices of th* exhaufted (ky. 
When earth no longer moarns her gaping veinss 
Her naked ntountains, and her rvtSkt plaine ; 
^«t» new in Mfe> a chearful profyeGt yields l%^ 

Of fhining rirers, and of verdant fields; 
When groves and foreib iarifili all their bloom> 
And earth and heaven are fillM with rkk perfimie f 

Maft Thou e'er fod'd my wintry fides, and (een 
Of J^ail B,ndyw<ws tuf northern magazine ? 120 

Thefe the dread treainres of mine anger are> 
My funds of vengeance for the day of war,^ 
When clouds rain death, and ftorms at my command 
Rage t!iroDgh the world, or wafte a guilty land. 

Who taught the rapid w/Wj to fly lb faft, 115 

Or fhakes the centre with his eaftem blaft ? 
Who ftom the fides can a whole dehige pour? 
Who ftrikes through nature with the folemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall* 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball? 1^0^ 

Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 
PaUs at the found, and in the flafli expires^ 

Who drew the comet out to fuch a ftze. 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the fides ? 
Did Thy refentment hang him out ? Does he 135 

Glare on die nation, and denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein. 
That guides the Jfars along th' ethereal plain ? 
Appoint their feafons^ and dired their courfe^ 
TTicir luflrc brighten, and fupply their fdrCc ? 140 

P 4 Canft 
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Canil Thou the ikies benevolence reftrain^ 
And caufe the Pleiades to ihine in vain;^ 
Or, when Orion fparkles from his fphere>. 
Thaw the cold feafon* and unbind the year; 
'Bid Mazzaroth his deftin'd ftation know, 14J 

And teach the bright Ar^urus where to glow ? 
Mine is the mgbt, with all her flars 'y I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reierve in ftore. 

Do& Thou pronounce where day-light (hall be borQ, 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn; 150 

Awake the fun, and- bid him come away. 
And glad tJ!?y world with his obfequious ray ? 
Halt Thou, inthron'd in flaming glory, driven 
Triumphant round the fpacious ring of heaven ? 
That pomp of light,, what hand fo far difplay^, 15 J 
That diftant earth lies baiking in the blaze ? 

Who did the foul with her rich powers inveft^ 
And light up reafon in the human breaft ? 
To (hine, with frelh increafe of luftre bright. 
When ftars and fun are fet in endlefs night? 160 

To thefe my various qudllons make reply. 
Th' Almighty fpoke; and> fpeaking, fhook the (ky« 

What then, Chaldaean Sire, was thy furprize ! 
Thus Thou, with trembling heart and down-caft eyes : 
" Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 165 
" My tongue has err'd; but fhall prefume no more* 
" My voice is in eternal filence bound, 
" And all my foul falls proHratc to the ground."- 

Heceas'd: When, lo! again th' Almighty fpoke; 
The fame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke. 

Can 
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Can that arm meafare with an arm.divme ? 
And canft Thou thunder with a voice like Mine ; 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk, of waters, the wide-fpreading main^. 
When, mad with tenipe(b,> all the billows rife 175 
In all their rage, and dafli the diftant ikies ? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence array 'd ; 
And be the grandeur of thy power difplay'd; 
Put on omnipotence, and, frowning, make 
The fpacious round of the creation fhake; 180 

Difpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low, . 
And crumble them to dufL When this is done, 
I grant thy fafety lodg'd in Thee alone;. 
Of Thee Thou art,, and may ft undaunted ftand> 185 
Behind the buckler of thine own right-hand. 

Fond man ! the viiion of a moment made ! 
Dream of a dream ! and (hadow. of a ihade ! 
What worlds haft thou produc'd, what creatures framed; 
What infeds cherifti'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 190 
When pain'd with hunger, the wild Raven's brood 
Loud calls on God, importunate for food: 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarfe rcq\ieft. 
And ftills the clamour of the craving neft ? 

Who in the ftupid Oftrich has fubdued 195 

A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 
While far (he flies, her fcatter'd eggs are fbttnd> 
Without an owner,, on the fandy ground j 
Caft out on fortune, they at mercy lie. 
And borrow life from an indulgent iky: ^po 

AdoJJted 
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Adopted by the fun, in biaze of day. 
They ripen under his prdiific ray. 
Unmindful (he, that fome unhappy tread 
May crufh her young in their neglefled bed. 

• What time fhe fkims along the field with (peed. 
She fcoms the rider> and purfuing Heed* 

How rich the Peacock ! what bright glories i 
From pkime to plume, and vary in the dan I 
He proudly fpreads them to the golden ray, 
^ Gives all his colours, and adorns die day; 
With confcious ftate the fpacious round difplaysj 
And flowly moves amid the waving Maze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find, in ieafons wifi 
Perpetual fummer> and a change of flues ? 
•When clouds deform the year, fhe mounts the win 
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears the florm behind; 
The fun returning, fhe returns again. 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Though fbxmg the Hawk, though pra^'d wd 
An Eagle drops her in a lower fky; 
An Eagle, when, deierting human fight. 
She feeks the fun in her unweary'd flight: 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift. 
So high in air, and fet her on the dift, 

• Where far above tify world Ihc dwells alone. 
And proudly makes the ftrength of rocks her oi 
Theiicc wide o'er nature takes her dread furve) 
And with a glance predeftinates her prey ? 

She feafls her young with blood; and, hovering 
n' unilaughter'd hoft, €^30^% >^^ (r«m\ji*d ^t< 
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Know'ft Thou how many moons, hj Me affignM, 
Roll o'er the moantain Goat, and fbreft Hind> 
While pregnant they a mother's load foilam f 
They bend in angaifh> and caft forth their pain. 
Hale are their yoong, from human feiilties freed; 235 
Walk unfuftsdn'd, and unaffifted feed j 
They live at once ; forfake the dam*s warm fide ; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide j 
Bound o'er the lawn, or feek the diilant glade ; 
And find a home in each delightful (hade. 240 

Will th' tall Reem, which knows no Lord but Me« 
Low at the crib, and aik an alms of thee ? 
Submit hb unworn fhoulder to the yoke. 
Break the ftilF clod, and o'er thy furfow fmoke ? 
Since great his ftrength, go trufl him, void of care; 245 
Lay on his neck the toU of all the year; 
Bid him brmg home the feafons to thy doors. 
And call his load amon^ thy gather'd (lores. 

Didft thou from fervice the Wild-Afs difcharge. 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 250 
Through the wide wafte, his ample man&on, roam> 
And lofe himfelf in his unbounded home ? 
By nature's hand magnificently fed. 
His meal is on the range of mountains ipread ; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 255 

He fees in diilant fmoke the city throng ; 
Confcious of freedom, fcorns the fmother'd train^ 
The threatening driver, and the fervile rein. 

Survey the warlike Horfe ! didft Thou inveft 
With tbander bis robuft diftexvdtd. Ocu&&\ -a.^^ 
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No fenfe of fear his dauntlefs foul allays ; 

'Tis dreadful to behold his noftrils blaze ; . 

To paw the vale he proudly takes delight> 

And triumphs in the fulnefs of his might ; 

High-rais'd he fnufFs the batde from afar, 265 

And burns to plunge amid the raging war; 

And mocks at death, and throws his foam around. 

And in a ftorm of fury fhakes the ground. 

How does his firm, his rifing heart, advance 

Full on the brandifh'd fword, and fliaken lance ; 276 

While his fix'd eye-balls meet the dazzling fhicld, 

G^ze, and return the lightning of the field! 

He finks the fenfe of pain in generous pride. 

Nor feels the fhaft that trembles in his fide ; 

But neighs to the fhrill trumpet's dreadful bM 273 

Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his laft 

But, fiercer ftill, the lordly Lion* ftallw. 
Grimly majeftic in his lonely walks ; 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly ; 
He clears the defart with his rolling eye. 280 

Say, mortal, does he roufe at thy command. 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy hand? 
Deft thou for him in forefts bend thy bow, . 
And to his gloomy den the morfel throw.. 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood; 285 
And, couch'd in dreadful ambufh, pant for blood; 
Or, ftretch'd on broken limbs, confume the day. 
In darknefs wrapt, and flumber o'er their- prey ? 
By the pale moon they take their deftin'd round. 
And iaih their fides, axii £vxno\x^ \fcw \3cft %toutid. 290 
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ow fhricks and dying groans the defart fill; 
liey rage, they rend; their ravenous jaws diftil 
ith crimfon foam ; and, ^en the banquet's o'er, 
liey ftride away, and paint their Iteps with gore; 
flight alone the ihepherd puts his truft, 295 

id ihudders at the talon in the duft. 
Mild is my Behemoth, though large his ^*ame; 
looth is his temper, and repreft his flame, 
hile unprovoked. This native of the flood 
£b his broad foot, and puts afhore for food; 300 
LTth finks beneath him, as he moves along 
> feek the herbs, and mingle with the throng, 
e with what flrength his harderi'd loins are bound, 
1 over proof and fhut againil a wound. 
>w like a mountain cedar moves his tail ! y>^ 

)r can his complicated finews fail, 
lilt high and wide, his folid bones furpafs 
le bars of fteel; his ribs are ribs of brafs; 
s port majeftic and his armed jaw 
ive the wide foreft, and the mountain, law. 310 
le mountains feed him; there the beafts admire 
le niighty flranger, and in dread retire, 
: length his greatnefs nearer they furvey^ 
raze in his ftiadow, and his eye obey. 
le fens and marlhes are his cool retreat, 31^ 

s noontide ihelter from the burning heat ; 
leir fedgy bofoms his wide couch are made, 
id groves of willows give him all their fliade* 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with droughty, 
: trulls to turn its current down his throaty V"^ 
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In lefTen'd wayet it creeps along the pfaua: 
He finks a river, and he thirfb again. 

Go to the Nile« and» from its fruitful fide, 
Cafl forth thy line into the fwelling ude: 
With Aender hair LeTiathan command* 325 

And flretch his vaftnefs on the loaded ilrand. 
Will he become Thy fervant ? Will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at Thy froivn ? 
Or with lus fport amaie thy leifure day* 
And, bound in iilk, with thy foft maidens play? 330 

Shall pompons banquets fwell with fuch a prise? 
And the bowl journey round his ample fize? 
jOt the debatbg merchants fhare the prey. 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through his firm fkull what ileel its way can win ? 335 
What forceful engine can fubdne his ikin? 
.Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchlefs might: 
The braved ihrink to cowards in his fight; 
The rafhefl dare not roufe him up: Who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the fons of men ? 340 

Am I a debtor ? Hafl thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts that are on Me conferred? 
My lavifh fruit a thoufand valleys fills> 
And Mine the herds that graze a thoufand hills: 
Earth, Tea, and air, all nature is my own ; 345 

And (tars and fun are duft beneath my thipne. 
And dar'ft Thou with the World's great Father vyc, 
Thou, who doft tremble at my creature's eye ? 

At full my large Leviathan (hall rife, 
£oa(^ all lus Itrength, and fprcad his wondrous fize. 350 

Who 
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l?7ko, great in anni, e'er ftripp'd his fhimng mziL, 
Or crown'd his triamph with a fingle fcale ? 
Whofe heart faftains Wm to draw near ? Behold, 
Deflrudlion yawns; his fpacious jaws unfold, 
ALiid) marflial'd round the wide expanie^ difclofe ^ 35^; 
Teeth edg*d with death, and crowding rows on rows: 
What hideous fangs on either fide arife ! 
And what a deep ahyfs between them lies ! 
Mete with thy lance, and with thy plumbet found. 
The one how long, the other how profound* 360 

His bulk IS charg'd with fuch a furious ibul. 
That clouds of iiaoke from his fpread noftrils roll. 
As from a furnace; and» when rousM has im. 
Fate iiTues from his jaws in fbeams of fire. 
The rage of tempefts, and the roar of feas, ^6^ 

Thy terror, this thy great Superior pleafe; 
Strength on his ample fhoulder fits in ftate; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete^ 
His flakes of iblid flefh are flow to part; 
As fleel his nerves, as adamant his heart. . 37a 

When, late awak'd, he rears him from the floods. 
And, flretching forth his feature to the jcknids. 
Writhes in the fun aloft his fcaly height. 
And fhikes the diflant hiHs with tranfient Hght, 
Fajr round are fatal damps of terror fpread, 37^ 

The Mighty fea^ nor Uuih to own their dread. 

Large is his frcsit; and, when his burnifh'd eyes 
Lift their broad Hds, the morning feems to nfe. 

Ib vain may death in varions fhapet invade^ 
The fwift-wing'd acrw, thff deiccading bhdit-, •^Vk' 
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His naked breaft their impotence defies ; 

The dart rebounds, the brittle fouchion flies* 

Shut in himfelf, the war without he hears. 

Safe in the temped of their rattling fpears; 

The cumbcrM ftrand their wafted volKes ftrow; j8j 

His fporty the rage and labour of the foe. 

His paftimes like a cauldron boil the flood. 
And blacken ocean with the rifing mud; 
The billows feel him, as he works -his way; 
His hoary footfteps Ihine along the Tea; j^ 

The foam high-wrought with white divides the gredw 
And diftant failors point where death has been. 

His /i/f^. earth bears not on her fpacious face; 
Alone in nature ilands his daundefs race. 
For titter ignorance of fear renown'd, 39J 

In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around: 
Makes every fwoln> difdainful heart, fubfide. 
And holds dominion 6*er the fons of pride. 

Then the Chaldaean cas'd his labouring breaft. 
With full convidion of his crime oppreft. 400 

" Thou canft accomplifh All things. Lord of Might: 
*' And every thought is naked to Thy fight. 
" But, oh I Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
** Beyond the deepeft reach of mortal eye. 
*' Oft have I heard of Thine Almighty Power; 405 
*' But never faw Thee till this dreadful hour. 
« O'erwhelm'd with ihame, the Lord of life I fee, 
•• Abhor myfelf, and give my foul to Thee. 
" Nor fhall my weaknefs tempt Thine anger more: 
'* Man is not made to qutfiiwt^ b\it a<^«re.^ 410 
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l^OTES ON THE PARAPHRASE. 

£ook ofjob^ It is dilputed amofigfl the critics who 
was the Author oF the Book of Job; fome give it to 
Mofes, fome to others. As I was engaged in this 
little performance. Tome arguments occurred to mc 
which Favour the formir of thofc opiiiionsr; and be- 
xaufe I do not find them mentioned by any one elfe, I 
>have flung them into the following notes, where little 
elfe is to be expeded. 

Ver. I.] The Almighty's fpeech, chapter xxxviii, 
&c. which is what I paraphrafe in this, little work, 
is by much the ifineft part of the nobleft and moft 
antient .Poem in the world. £iihop Patrick fays, its 
grandeur is as much above all oflier poetry, as 
thunder is louder than a whifper. In order to fet 
this diftinguifhed part of the Poem in a fuller light, 
and give the reader a clearer conception of it, ^ have 
abridged the preceding and fubfequent parts of die 
Poem, and joined them to it; fo that this Piece is a 
fort of an epitome of the whole Book of Job. 

I ufe the word paraphrafcy becaufe I want another 
which might better anfwer to the uncommon liberties 
1 have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpofed. 
The mountain'^ the comety the fun, and other parts, 
are entirely added: thofe upon \ht peacock , the lion, 
ice. are much enlarged; and I have thrown the whole 
into a method more faitable to our notions of te^^a.Va.- 
Vol. LX. q^ ^v^* 
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rity. The judicious, if they compare this Piece witk 
the "brfglnil, will, 1 ftatrer myfclf, find the reafons 
for the great liberties I have indulged myfelf in 
through the whole. 

Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, wKch 
fhews that they contribute much to the fublime, This 
fpeechofthe Almighty is made up of them. Inter- 
rogation feems, indeed, the proper ttyle of rtaje'fty 
incenfed. It differs from other manner of .reprdofc 
as bidding a per(bn execute liimfelf, does from a com- 
mon excution; for he that afks the guilty a proper 
quelHon, makes him, in efFe£l, pafs Tentencc 6n 
himfelf. 

Ver. 41.] The Book of Job is well known to 
be dramatic, and, like the Tragedies of bid Greece 
is fidion "biiilt on truth. Probably this iiioft noble 
part of it, the Almighty fpeaking out of the whirl- 
wind (lb fuitable to the after-pradice of the Greek 
Stage, when there happened ''dignus vindice nodus'^) 
is fi^itious; but is a fifUon more agreeable to the 
time in which Job lived, than to any'fmcc. Frequent 
before the Law were the appearances of the Alihighty 
after this rtanner, Exod. c. xix. 'Ezek, c. i. &c. 
Hence is he faid to *' dwell in thick darknefs : and 
** have his way in the whirlwind.*' 

Ver. 69.] There is a very great air in all "tfiat 

precedes, but this is fignally fublime. We are'ftrack 

with admiration to fee the vaft and tmgOVetfdiblc occtt 

receiving commands, atid p\iA&ually 6bey&ig' thein.; 

to Bnd it like a iriaiiaj^dAiorte, n^'^^ tOlfing,'atid 
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ibamu^g9>tot.by t^e rule^ajid idire^tionof its maiier. 
This pafiage yifilds.in fiiblimity to that of " JLet thctc 
*<' be light," ^c. fo .mvKji poly, as the abfokte ^o- 
^ernment of nature yields to the creation of it. 

The likefpirit^in thefe two pafTages is no bad con- 
xurrent argument, that Mofes is author of the Book 
^of Job. 

.Ver. 19 1«] AjDOther acgmnent that Mofes w^ 
«tke author is, that moil .of the creatures here are 
Egyptian. The reafon.^iven why the raven is par^ 
.dcularly .mentioned as an ol!ye£l .of the xiare of 
Fj:ovadence, . is* becaufe.by her cUmonws and impor- 
/tunate voice, (he particularly feems ^.always calling 
upon it; thence 4to^aV<rA^, axop«|, JEUan. 1. ii. c. 48^. is 
-" to,afk earnritly.'* .And;fince diere wereiravcns on 
•the baikk of die Nile more flaroorous than the reft of 
4that fpecies, thofe . probably are oneant in that place. 

yer. .195.] There are. many iniJances of this bird's 
Jlupidity: let two fuffice. Firfi, it. covers its head 
;in the reeds» and thuiU^s itfelfjall out. of fight: 
** Stat lomiBe clauTo 
** Jlidendum r&voluta caput, creditque latere 
« QjiaB: non ipfa videt. ' * Claud. 

Secondly, Thejr that go. in ptirfuit of them, draw the 
Ikin of an OArich's neck on.OEe Ijiand, whic;h proves 
a:fuffiicient lure to take them with the other. 

Tb^ have- fo little, brw, thatUeliogabuius had- (ix 
^un4i(ed beads* &r )m fupper. 

'l{ere we i^y:<^rve, that our judicious as well as 
CabUiy»«;r2Mt|j)^r jttft,to^ci»es^e^2)^eax ^1 ^b^\y^^- 

Q^2 "^^^"^ 
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tion in each creature, and then haftens to another. A 
defcription is exaft when you cannot addy but what is 
common to another thing; nor m)itbdranv^ but fome- 
thing peculiarly belonging to the thing defcribed. A 
likene/s is loft in: too much defcription, as a meaning oi- 
ten in too much illuilration. 

Ver. 205.] Here is marked another peculiar 
quality of this creature, which neither flies nor runs 
diredUy, but has a motion compofed of both, and 
ufing its wings as fails, makes great fpeed. 
•' Vafta vclut Libyae venantam vocibus ales 
« Cumpremitur, calidas curfu tranfmittit arenas, 
" Inque moduih veli iinuatis flamine pcnnis 
« Pulverulenu volat." Claud, in Eutr. 

Ver. 206.3 Xenophon fays, Cyrus had horfes 
that could overtake the goat and the wild afs; bat 
none that could reach this creature. A thoufand 
golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was the ilated 
price of a horfe that could equal their fpeed. 

Ver. -207.] Though this bird is but juft men- 
tioned in my author, 1 could not forbear going a litdc 
farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful plumes (which 
are there fhut up) in half a dozen lines. The circum- 
ftance I have marked of his opening his plumes to the 
fun is true : " Expandit colores adverfo maxime folc, 
«' quia fie fulgentius radiant.'* Plin. 1. x. c. 2a 

Ver. 219.] Thuanus (de Re Accip.) mentions 
a hawk that flew from Paris to London in a night. 
And the Egyptians, \iv le^^td to its fwiftnefs, made 
it their fymbol for the mvA-> fox HiV^OcLX^-^^ti^^TBa?^ 
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filppofe the hawk, as well as the crow a6o<vementiofied, 
to have been a bird of note in Egypt, 

Ver. 227.] The eagle is faid to be of fo acute 
a.fight,.that, when ihe is fo high in air that man cannot 
fee her, ftie can difcern the fmalleft fi(h under water.. 
My author accurately underftoodthenatureof the crea- 
tures he defcribes, and feems to have been a Naturalift 
as well as a Poet, which the next note will confirm^ 

Ver. 231.] The meaning of this queftion is. Knoweft 
thou the time and circumftances of their bringing forth ?» 
For to know the time only was eafy, and had nothing; 
extraordinary in it; but the circumftances had fomething 
peculiarly expreffive of God's Providence, which makes, 
the queftion proper in this place. Pliny obferves, that the 
hind with young is by inftindl direded to a certain herb 
called Sefelis, which facilitates the birth. Thunder alfo 
(^hich looks like the more immediate hand of Provi-» 
dence) has the fame efFed. Pf. xxix.. In fo early aa 
•age to obfervethefe things, may ftyle.our author a Na- 
turalift... 

Ver. 259.] The defcription of the horfe is the moft 
celebrated of any in the poem. There is an excellent 
critique on it in the Guardian. I ftiall therefore only 
obferve that in this defcription, as in other parts of 
this fpeech, our 'vulgar tranjlation has much more 
fpirit than the Septuagint; it always takes the ori- 
ginal in the moft poetic and exalted fenfe, fo that 
moft commentators, even on the Hebrew itfelf, fall 
beneath it. 
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\«ci'. 2rS9»]- Putfuing tHcir jJrey bf night i«» 
trae of mod wild btaftb^ particularly' t^ li^K.^ 
PC cvi» 20. T4ie Arabianf have one amdnj^ their ^ 
n^iiMs fbr th« Uo^; which' Agniftes •< diie hMter hf 
"modnftine.'* 

Yei*. 322.} «' Cephefi glaciale aqMiH qM fuete^^ 
" auhelam 
" Feri'e iitfan Python,. amiKicmque avertfcre pionto.'* 

Stjit. Xh^U#v. 349. 
** Quifpirii tcgeret m6ntes>.hauiifethiatu 
" Flumina> &c." Claud^ Prcf..ift Rnf- 

Let not then thts hyperbble (eem too much for aii 
eadern poet> though forfie commetrtators of name flram 
hard in this place for a new con{b<rdion> thh>ugh f(^ 
of it.. 

Ver. 323..] The taking of* the crdcodilir b rtwfif 
difHcuIt.. Diodoms fay$, they are not to be taken boi 
by iron riets; When Augoftos conquered Egypti htf 
iti-iick a medal>. the imprefs of which wasr Zi.tMit^t 
chained. to a palm-tree, with, this mfcription, «« 'HttoA* 
** antea religavit.'*' 

Ver. 33^t] This^ alllides t6 a. callom of. thirf 
crcalurc, which' is,,^hett fated with.li(h>. io coM: 
alliorc and fleep ambng the rtfed's. 

Ver. 353,] The crocodile's moiuH ii fc^tteedingfj?.' 
wide. When he gapes,. fays Pliny,." lit tbtttmos.'*' 
Martial fays to his old woifian, 

" Cum cbmf arata ridtibus tiils ora 

•* Niliacus habetcrocodilus angvifta;V' 
fo that the exprefiion here is barely jufl». 

Ver^ 



¥00. 364^} Thi$ tQQ h- ue^ct trmili than at 
fioft )dfiMi! ma^ he mugineik Tihst Q)K>»¥lile> fay. Uiq 
Q«ttir^UA&,. lyis^g long undet water* and being thcr^ 
fiKC6vLtOiholdtiubisath» wheaUemergos, the brjoath 
lQfkgi;q>cfiQ is,hQt« aiicthurlb oufeib yioientljr, that it 
EeTembbsfice and fmoke. The- horfe iiipprefles. not 
itt» bisath. b^ any. means To long, neither is, ha fo, Qerce 
and: animated;, y et the ni(>& CQj:£e^q£ poets, venture 
. tau%.theifamemfita|»hQrc(mcerniQghini: 

<f CoUedumguftpcemenfi volvitfab.nafribus ignem.'' 
By this and the foregoing note I would caution againft 
a falfe opinion of the eadern boldnefs^ from paiTages 
^ ttien^ ill underwood* 

Ver. 377.] " His eyes are like the eye-lids^ 
" of the marning.'' I think tbia giy^s us as great an 
image of the th^^ k WQul4 e^^pjcefs, as can enter the 
thought of man. It is not improbable that the 
Egyptians ftole their hteroglyplue fo^ the mdrning>, 
which is the crocodile's eye^ from this paflTage, though > 
no commentator, I have feen> mentions it. It k eafy 
to conceive how the Egyptians ihonld W bolb readers 
and admirers of the writings of Mo(e6> whom I Aip^ 
pofe the author of this poem«. 

I have obferved already that three or four of the 
creatures here defcribedare Egyptian; the two lafl are 
notoriouily fo, they are the river-horfe and the croco- 
dile>. thofe celebrated inhabitants of the Nile? and on 
t^l^ tikvo it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would 
have been expelled from an author more remote from: 
that river than Mofes, in a catalogue of creatures pro- 

Qj^ ducedi 
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duced. to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the* 
two largefl works of his hand, viz. the elephant and 
the whale. Thi& is fo natural an expedation, that 
fome commentators have rendered Behemoth -and Le- 
viathan, the elephant and whale, though the defcrip* 
tions in our author will not. admit of. it : but Mofea 
being, as we may well fuppofe, under an immediate 
terror of the hippopotamus and crocodile, . from theii. 
daily mifchiefs and ravages around him ; it is v^ery ac* 
countable why he fhould permit them to take place*. 



QN DR- YOUNG'S TRANSLATION 

OF PART OF JOB.. . 

BY DR. COBDBN. 

nn H E Poem,, which, originally great,, 
•* Had long fullain'd poor Job's unhappy . fate,* 
Fallen from its grandeur,, clad .in mean array. 
And in the dull of profe inglorious- Jay; 
Like him now flimes, with former greatnefs ble^ 
And in its native majefty confefsM. 
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MISCELLANIES, 



On MICHAEL ANGELO's famous Piece of 
the Crucifixion;- 

Who is faid to have dabbed a Perfon that he might 
draw it more naturally*. 

'f TTHI'LST his Redeemer on his canvas dies, 
^ ^ S^tabb^d at his feet his brother weltering lies : 
The daring Artift, cruelly ferene. 
Views the pale cheek and the diftorted mien ; 
He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries,., 
Examines every fpirit as it flies : 
He ftudies torment, dives in mortal woe. 
To rouze up every pang repeats his blow ; 
Each.rifmg agony, each dreadful grace. 
Yet warm- tranfplanting to his Saviour's face. 
Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught: • 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boaft. 
From his own fkill he Harts in horror loft. 

• Though the report was propagated without the leaft 
truth, it may be (ufBcient ground to jufUfy a poetical fancy's 
enlarging on it. 

To 



TO MR; ADDISON^ 

O N 

THE THA/GSDY OF CATO: 

"^T ^HAT do wc fee ! is CatQ then become 
^ ^ A greater name in Britain than in Rome ? 
Does mankind now admire his virtues more. 
Though Lucan»< Horace> Virgil, .wrote before ? 
How will pofterity this truth expkun f 
*' Cato begins to live in Anna's reign.*'' 
The world's great chiefs^ in council or in anns»- 
Rife in your lines with anore exalted channs ; 
lUufbious deeds, in diiUnt nation^ wrought;. 
And virtues by departed heroes taugbt« 
Raife in your ibul a puK immartal flame«. 
Adorn your life,, and confecrate your fame ;. ' 
To your Ftnown all ages yoi). dibduci 
And Caiikp fimgh^ and. Can^ fakd fox you. 

AUSoul*sColLOieB. 



HISTO^ 
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-^IS^T&^TC ML BFrE©'©¥r 

TO TH^.E RR.OTH»ER.S^ 

Ar r R A G? tt D- r» 

A. ^Epiloguer- through cuflom, u yxutrTig^t,.- 
^^ But ne'er perhaps- was iir£i^/ till tlus n^jht:. 
To-night the virtuous. falls^ thtt guilty flieSf 
Guilt's dreadful dofe oapnaf«>w> fcene desues^ 
In hiflory's authentic recomLseadi 
What ample vengeanoe gluts DemetfCits* fhade-ji^ 
Vengeance fogreaty. that when hil tsde ifi> told* 
With pity fome ev'n ftrka» may, behold* 

Perfeus furvi;r'dn indeed> aBld.fili'd the throne^. 
But ceafelefs caces in'Conqneft) inade hyn". groan ; 
Nor reig^^d he long ;. fronrRomviWift thimdl^r fiew^ 
And headlong fran htt ihronetiM tyvaimthieiv : . . 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led,. 
£or /^.r. night's deed his perjur'd bofom bled.:- 
His brother's ghoft each moment made hkn ftart>. 
And all his father^s anguifhrent his hearty 

When, rob^d in black>lus children round him hung^ 
And their rais'd arms in early forrow wrung f< 
The younger fmil'd, unconfcious of their woe ; 
At which thy tears, . O Rome ! began to flow ; 
80 f^ tiie fteae ! What then muft Perfeus feel, . 
To fee Jove's race attend the vigor's wheel : 
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To fee the (laves of his worft foes increafe. 
From fuch.a foarce !— -An emperor's embrace !■ 
He (icken'd foon to death ; and, what is worfe. 
He well alejehv^d, zndLfeh, the coward's curfcr; 
Unpity'd, fcorn'd, infulted his laft hour. 
Far, far from home, and in a va£al's power : 
His pale cheek refted on his (hamefiil chain. 
No ^end to mourn, no flatterer to feign ; 
No fuit retards, no comfort fooths his doom. 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 
Nor ends it thus— dire vengeance to complete, 
Ftis andent empire falling ihares his fate : 
His throne forgot ! his weeping country chain'd I. 
And nations aik — where Alexander reign'd. 
As public woes a prince's crime purfue. 
So public bleffings are his virtue's due. 
Shout, Britons, ihout—- aufpicious fortune blefsl. 
And cry>. Long live— Ovr titU tp/uccefi /. 
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EPITAPH 

^ON LORD AUBREY BEAUCLERK*, 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 1740. 

XT7HILST Britain boafb her empire o*er the deep, 
^^ This marble fhall compel the biave to weep : 
As men, as Britons, and as fbldiers, mourn.; 
''Tis dauntlefs, loyal, virtuous Qeauderk's urn. 
Sweet were his manner-s» as. his foul was great. 
And ripe.his worth, though immature his fate ; 
Each tender grace that joy and love infpires. 
Living, he mingled with his martial £res : 
Dying, he bid Britannia's thunders roar ; 
And Spain itill felt him, when he breath'd no more. 

• Lord Anbrcy Bcauclcrk was the eighth fon of the Duke 
of Sc. Alban's, who was one of the fens of King Charles the 
Second. He was born in the year 1711; and> being regu- 
larly bred to the Tea fervice, in 1731 he was appointed to 
the command df his majefty's (hip the Ludlow tiaftle ; and 
he commanded the Prince Frederick at the attack of the 
harbour of Carthagena, March 24, 1741. This young 
nobleman was one of the moft promifing Commanders in the 
king's fervice. When on the defperate attack of the caflle 
of Bocca Chica^ at the entrance of the faid harbour, he loft 
bis life, both his legs being firft (hot off. The profe part 
of the Infcription on his Monument, was the produdlion of 
Mrs. Mary Jones of Oxford ; who alfo wrote a Poem oa 
kit death, printed in her MUcellaniesi 8vo. 175 ft. ^* 

EPITAPH 
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AT WELWYN, HERTTORDSHIRI 

iIF.-fond.ofvwlutisrcare* attend! 
dbbte Jirs ULhou^imm^ 

jOf..]Mtfea piety, 

^Of.laskblike patience 

fMy^fncAd* James .JBttcker:; 

ToiwImiii I'pfty tUs mean,iiittaii9ttal» 

dFor what iefenres tke greateft. 

An^example 

*M^hich ih^ne'throttgh-a]! tke eloods dfibrtua^ 

ladoftrious in loHc*eftate« 

The le£bn and reproach of thofc above hinv. 

To lay this little ftone 

Js my. ambition; 

While .others -rear 

Tbe.poli(h*d marbles of the .great ! 

Vain pomp i 
.3^ ttirf o'erfvirtue charms us'tnorc 

E. y. 1749. 
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!A 1.ETTE11 TO M'R. TlC'lC'E'LL. 

O C C'A^S I 1l»E D 

BY THE DiEATH Oy THE BRIGHT HON. 
JOS^^EPH ADDiaON, Esq^ x7I9, 

« — Tu nunc eris alter .ab ilk).'* V i r c. 

if\ Long with me in Oxford. groves confinM, 

^^ In fecial arts and (acred friendfhip join'd ; 

Fair Ifis' forrow, and fair Bis' boaft. 

Loft from her fide, but fortunately lofl ; 

Thy wonted sud, my dear companion ! bring, j 

And teach me thy departid'-friend to fmg : 

A darling theme I once powerful toririfpire, • 

And now^to ttdt, thcMufes* moafnful choir : 

Now, and now iirft, we >freely darecotttmcitd 

Hi^ moded: worth, nor'fhall our praife 6fiend. lo 

Early hebloomM amid die learned tratt\. 
And ravifli'd Ifis liftcnM to his-ftrain. 
See, fee, ihe cry*d, did Marof*s Mtifc q>pears, 
Wak'd from her'llumber of two thoufeild years : 
Her finifli'd charms * to Addifon '■ (he brings, i^ 

ThiY^ks'in kis'thought, and in his* numbers fmgs. 
,All read tranfported^his pure daiTic page ; 
Read, < and forget their climate and their age. 

Tie 
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The State, when now his rifing fame was known, 
Th* unrival'd genius jchalleng'd for her own, » 

Nor would that one, for fcenes of adion llrong. 
Should let a life evaporate in fong. 
As health and ftrength the brighteft charms sdifpenfe, 
Wit is the bloffom of the foundeft fenfe : 
Yet few, how.few, with lofty thoughts infpir'd, 25 
With quicknefs pointed, and with rapture firM, 
In confcious pride their own importance find. 
Blind to themfelves, as the hard world is blind ! 
Wit they efteem a gay but worthlefs power. 
The flight amufement of a leifure hour ; 30 

Unmindful that, conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 
MajelUc Wifdom wears the bright difguife. 

Poor Dido fondled thus, with idle joy. 
Dread Cupid, lurking in the Trojan boy; 
Lightly fhe toy'd and trifled with his charms, 3f 

And knew not that a god was in her arms. 

Who greateft excellence of thought could boaft. 
In adlion, too, have been diflinguifH'd moil : 
* This Sommers knew, and Addifon fent forth 
From the malignant regions of the North* 4« 

To be matur'd in more indulgent Ikies, 
Where all the vigour of the foul can rife ^ 
Through warmer veins where fprightlierXpirits run. 
And fenfe enliven'd fparkles in the fun. 

* Lord Sommers procured a peiifion for Mr. Addlfoni 
vhich enabled him to profecutc his Travels. K* 

With 



LETTER TO M-R. TICKELL. 241 

With fecret pain the prudent patriot gave, 45 

The hopes of Britain to the rolling wave. 
Anxious, the charge to all the ftars refign'4* 
. And p\2it*d a coniidence in. Tea and wind. 

Aufonia foon received her wondering gueil. 
And equal wonder in her turn confefs'4» S® 

To fee her fervours rival'd l)y the pole, 
-Her luftre beaming from a northern. foul : 
-In like furprize was her iEneas Joft, 
To find his pifture graces foreign. coaft. 

. Now the wide field of Europe he furveys, 5j; 

Compares her king$, her thrones and empires weighs. 
In ripea'd judgment and confummate thought ; 
' Great work ! by Naffau*s favour cheaply bought. 

. He now returns to Britain a fupport. 
Wife in her fenate, graceful in her court; -60 

And, when the public welfare would permilt. 
The fource of learning, and the foul of wit. 
O Warwick ! (whom the Mufeis fond to nam^. 
And kindles, confcious of her future thenie) 
O Warwick! by jdi vine. contagion bright ! 6^ 

How early didft thou catch his radiant light.! 
By him infpif'd, how ihine before ^y time. 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime ! 

On fome warm bank, thu$, fortunately born, 
.A rofe-bud opens to a fummer'sjnorn, yo 

J'ull-blown ere noon her fragrant pride difplays. 
And (hews th' abundance of her purple rays. 

Wit, as her bay$, was once a barren tree ; 
We now, furpriz'd, her fruitful branches Xec i 

Vol. LX. R Or, 
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Of, orange-like, till his aufpicious time yj 

It grew indeed, but fhiver'd in our clime : 

He firft the plant to richer gardens led. 

And fix'd, indulgent, in a warmer bed : 

The nation, plcas**d, enjoys the rich produce. 

And gathers frt)m her ornament her ufe« 80 

When loofe from public cares the grove he fought, 
And fiU'd the leifure interval with thought. 
The various labours of his eafjr page, 
A chance amufement, polifh'd half an age. 
Seyond this truth old Bards codd fcarce invent, 8j 
Who durft to frame a World by accident. 

What he has fun^, how early, and how well. 
The Thames fhall boaft, and Roman Tiber tell. 
A glory more fnblime remains in (lore. 
Since fuch his talents, that he fung no more. 9© 

No fuller proof of power th' Almighty gave. 
Making the fea, than curbing her proud wave. 

Nought can the genius of his works tranfcend. 
But their fair purpofe and important end ; 
To rouze the war for ihjur'd Europe^s laws, 9{ 

To fteel the patriot in great Brunfwick's caufe ; 
With virtue'^s chacmis to kindle facrefl love, 
Dr paint th' eternal bowers ofl)lifs above. 
Where hadll thou rooift, great Author ! Whcfeto roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal foul ? 10^ 

Throtigh paths unkndWn, unbeaten, WhehCe Wert 

brougfht 
Thy proofs fo fcoflg for iffimatcrial thought ? 

die 
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"Owe let me join, dl other «iay ^asc/tl, 

^* How could a mortal «Aence thak fo well ?'* 

But why £0 large in the Grcsit Wxker's praifel jog 
More lofty fubjeds (hookl tny tiombers xakfe ; 
In him (iliuftnous fivaky l^ contend 
The f(atefeum» fiatcioc, daaftian. aid the. ftifiMll 
■His glory fuch, it borders on difgrace 
To fay he fung the beft of human race. no 

In joy once joiii*d, in forrow now for years. 
Partner in grief, and brother of my tears, 
Tickell ! accept this verfe, thy mournful due ^ 
Thou farther ihalt the facred theme purfue; 
And, as thy flrain defcribes the matchlefs man, 115 
Thy life ihall fecond what thy Mufe began. 
Though fweet the numbers, though a fire divine 
-Dart through the whole, and burn in every line. 
Who Urives not for that excellence he draws, 
Js ilain'd by fame, and fuffers from applaufe. 1 29 

But hafte to thy illuftrious talk ; prepare 
The noble work well trufted to thy care, 
♦ The gift bequeathed by Addifon's command. 
To Craggs made facred by his dying hand. 
Colled the labours, join the various rays, 125 

The fcatter'd light in one united blaze ; 
Then bear to him (b true, fo truly lov'd. 
In life diftinguiflTd, and in death approved, 
Th' immortal legacy. He haiigs a-while 
Jn geneKHB mguifh o'er the glorious pile ; 1 30 

With anxious pleafure the known pa^e reviews. 
And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. 

* The pubacation of his Works. 
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What though thy tears, pourM o*cr thy godlike frien'jy 

Thy other cares for Britain's weal rafpend ? 

Think not, O Patriot 1 while thy eyes o'erflow, l^ 

Thofe cares fafpended for a private woe ; 

Thy love to him is to thy country ihown ; 

He mourns for her, who mourns for Addifbo. 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE PUBLIC SITUATION 
OF THE KINQPOM;. 

I.NSCilJBEP, TO 

THF DITKE OF NEWCASTLE. 

TJ O L L E S ! immortal in far more thaa ^me I 
'"' '^ Be thou illuftrious in fer more than power^ 
Great things are fmail when greater i:ire to view* 
Though ftation'd high, and preis'd with public cares> 
Bifdain not to perufe my ferious ibng, j 

Which peradventure may puftv^by the world--: 
Of a few moments rob Britannia's weal>. 
And leave Earopa's counfels lefs mature I 
For thou art noble^ and the theme is great. 

Nor fhall or Europe of Britannia blame im 

Thine abfent ear> but gain by the delay.. 
Long vers'd in fenates and in calunets, . 
States' intricate demands and high debates t 
As thou of ufe to thoie« fo this to thee ; 
And in a point that empire far outweighs*. 15 

That far outweighs all Europe's thrones vBt one* 
Let greatnefs prove its title to be grea^ 
'Tis power's fuprcme prerogative to ftaipp . 
On others' oitnds an image of its own* 
Bend the ilrong influence of high place, to Acm tO 
The flream t]iat fweeps away the country's weal| . 
The Stygian ftrtami the torrent of oux guilt. 

R 4 >_ Far 
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Far as thou may'ft give life to virtue's caufe ; 

Let not the ties of perfotial regard 

Betray the nation's truft to feeble hands': if 

Let not fomented flames of private pique 

Prey on the vitals of the public good : 

Let not our flreets with -blafphemies refound^ 

Nor lewdnefs whifper where the laws can reach : 

Let not beil IfLWs, the wifdom of our fires,> 30 

Turn fatires on their funk degenerate fons^ 

The bailards of their blood ! and ferve no point 

But,^ with more emphafis to call them fools : 

Let not our rank enormities unhinge 

Britannia's welfare from divine fupport*. 35 

Such deeds the miniiler, the prince, adorn ; 
No power is (hown but in fuch deeds as thefe : 
All, all is impotence but ailing right ; 
And where 's the ftatefman but would fliew his power ? 
To prince and people thou, .of equal zeal 1 40 

Be it henceforward but thy fecond care 
To grace chy country^ and fupport the throne ; • 
Though this fupported, thatadorn'd fo well,- 
A throne fuperior our firll homage claims ; 
To Caefar's Casfar our firft tribute due : 
A tribute which, unpaid, makes fpecious wrong 
And rplendid fecrilege of all beiide : 
Illullrious follo>\'ers ; we rauft fir It be juft ; 
And what fo juft as awe for the Siipreme ? 
Lefs fear we rugged ruffians of the north, 50 

Than Virtue's well-clad rebels nearer home ; 
Lefs Loyola's difguis'd, all-aping fons. 

Than 
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Than trakors lurking in our appetites ;' 

Lefs all the legions Seine and Tagus fend>^ 

Than unrein'd paffions rulhing on our peace : ^ 

Yon' ravage nK>untaineers are tame to thefe* 

Againflthofe rioters fend forth the laws. 

And break to reafon's yoke their wild -careers.- 

Prudence for all things points the proper hour. 
Though fome feem more importun^e and great. 60 
Though Britain's generous views and intcrefts fpread- 
Beyond the narrow- circle of her fhores, . 
And -their grand entries ^make- on diftant lands; 
Though Britain's genius the wide wave beflrides. 
And, like ^ • vaft Goloflus, towering ftaiid* • 65 

With one foot planted on the continent;- 
Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares. 
Though fuch high cares fhould call as call'd ofiate;- 
The caufe of kings and emperors adjourn. 
And Europe's little balance drop a while; . 70 

For greater drop it r ponder and adjuft 
The rival interefts and contendmg claim:«^ 
Of life and death, of now^and of for -ever;. 
Sublimefl theme*; and needful as fuUime. 
Thus great Eliza's oracles Tcnown'd,- 75 

Thus Walfmgham and Raleigh (Britain's boafts I ), 
Thus every ftatefman thought that cver^-*^'</. 
There's infpiration in a fable hour. 
And death's approach makes politicians vnCt. 

When, thunderllruck, that eagle Wolfey felf; So 
When royal favour, zs an ebbing fea. 
Like a leviathan^ his grandeur lefti 

His 
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His gafping grandeur ! naked on the ^randL 

Naked of kiiinan> doubtful of divine^ 

Afliftance ; bo mor« wallowing in hxs wealtk* 8f 

Spouting prood foams of infolence no mxae. 

On what, then, imote hi» heart, oncardinal'ia* 

And funk bcneatlt the level of a man I 

On the grand article, the ium of things ! 

The point of the firft magnitude ! that pckxt ^ 

Tubes mounted in a court, butrarely reach ;^ 

Some p^ted cloud ftill intercepts their fight. 

Firft right to judge ; then chufe ,. then perfever^ 

Stedfaft, aa if a crown or mifbeiis caU'd.— -^ 

Thefe, thefoare politicks will flaod the teil, 95 

When finer politics their ma^rs iting,. 

And flatefmen fain would ihnnk to common men. 

Thefe, thefe are politics will anfwer now, 

(When common men would hm to ftatefinen fwell) 

4Beyond a Machiavel*s ot: Tencin's icheme* 100 

All fafety refb on honeft counfels : thefe 

Immortalize the flate(inaiH blefs the ftatew 

Make the prince triumph, and the people imilex 

In peace reyer'd> or terrible in arms^ 

jQlofe-leagued with an invindUe ally,, io^ 

Which honeft counfels never fail to fix 

In favour of an unabandon'd land ; 

A land — that flarts at fuck a land as this^ 

A parliament, fo principled^ will fink 

All ancient fchools of empire in difgrace, no 

And Britain's glory, rifmg from the dead. 

Will fill the world^ loud FsuQje's fapenor iong. 

Britain! 
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Britain !«-*-thit woord pronounc'd is an alarm ; 
It warms the bloody, though. froMH in cmr veins ^. 
' Awakes the fcnl^ and iends her to the fields ii; 

Enamour'd of the glorious face of deadw 
Britain ! —there's nol^ magic in the ibund» 
O what illuftrioua images arife i 
Embattled, round me>. blaze the pomps of war L 
£y Tea, by landj at home, in foreign climes^ izo 

What full-blown laurels on our fathers' brows i 
Ye radiant tropiues i and imperial ij>oils ! 
Ye fcenes !««-4iloni(hiRg to modern ^ght K 
Let me, at lead, enjoy you in a dream. 
Why vanifh? Stoy, ye godlike ftrangers-h ftay. tig 
Strangers ! — I wrong my countrymen: they wake } 
High beats the pnlfe : the noble pulfe of war 
Beats to that ancient meafure> that grand march 
Which then prevail^, when Britain higheft foar'd. 
And every battle paid. for heroes {lain.. ijgi. 

No more our great fore*fathers (lain our cheeks 
With blufhes ; their renown our ihame no more*. 
In military garb, and.fudden arms. 
Up flarts Old Britain y crofiers are laid by ; 
Trade wields the fword, and agriculture leaves ijj^- 
Her half-tum'd furrow :. other harvefts fire 
A nobler avarice, avarice of renown ! 
And laurels are the growth of every field; 
In diftant courts is our commotion felt ;\ 
And lefs like gods (it monarchs on their thrones* lij^a 
What arm can want or finews or fuccefs,. 
Which, lifted from aahonefthcan^defcends^ 

With 
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With all the weightof Bridfh wrath, to ckaVe 

The papal mitrej or the Gallic chain. 

At every ibroke, and fave a finking land } 145 

Or death or viAory muft be refolv'd ; 
To dream of mercy, O how tame! how mad! 
Where, o'er black deeds the crucifix difplay'd 
Fools think heaven purchased by. the blood they (hed; 
By giving, not fiipporting, pains and death! 150 

Nor fimple deathi where they the greateft faints 
Who moil fubdue all tendemefsof heart ;> 
Students in torture! where, in zeal to him, 
Whofe darling title is The Prince of Peace,, 
The beil turn ruthlefs butchers for. our fakes ; . 155 
To fave us in a world they recommend. 
And yet forbear, themfelves with earth content: 
What modefty I— fuch virtues Rome adorn ! 
And chiefly thofe who Rome's firft honours wea^, 
Whofe name from Jefus, and whofe hearts from hell I 1 60 
And (hall a Pope-bred princeling .crawl afhore,. 
Replete with venom, guiltlefs of a fting. 
And whiiUe cut-throats, with thoie {words that fcrap'd 
Their barren rocks for wretched foftenance^ 
To cut his paifage to the Britifh throne ?■ 165 

One that has fuck'd-in malice with his miik> 
Malice to Britain,. Liberty, and T^uth ? 
Lcfs favage was his brother-robber's tturfe. 
The howling nurfe of plundering Romulus, 
Ere yet far worfe than Pagan harbour 'd there. 170 

Hsul to the brave I be Britain Britain (till : 
Britain ! high favoured of indulgent heaven ! 

Nature's 
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"Nature's anointed emprefs of the deep I 

The nurfe of merchants, who can purchafe crowns ! 

Supreme in commerce! that exuberant fource -ly^ 

Of wealth, the nerve of war ; of wealth, . the blood. 

The circling current in a nation's veins. 

To fet highbloodi on the fair face of peace! 

Tiiis once fo celebrated feat of power, 

From which efcap'd the.imighty Cccfar triumph'd ! iSp, 

Of Gallic lilies this eternal blaii: ! 

This terror of armadas ! this true boh 

Ethereal-temper'd, to reprefs the vain 

Salmonean thunders from the papal chair ! 

This fmall ifle wide^realm'd monarchs eye with awcj! 

Which fays ta their ambition's foaming wave^, 

" Thus far,- nor farther !'.' — Letiier hold, in life. 

Nought dear disjoin'd from freedom and renown ; 

Renown, our anceflors' great legacy. 

To be tranfmitted to their lateft fons. 190 

By thoughts inglorious, and un-Britifh deeds» 

Their cancel'd will is impiou/ly profaned* 

Inhumanly 4ifturb*d their iacred duft. 

Their facred duft with recent laurels crown> 
By your own valour won. This facred iile, . ig^ 

Cut fi-om.the continent, that world of flaves ; 
This temple built by heaven's peculiar care. 
In a recefs^from the contagious world. 
With ocean pour'xl around it for its guard** 
.And dedicated, long, to liberty, 2e6 

That health, that fbrength, that bl(k>m, of civil life ! 
cThis temple of fiill more divine -, of faith 

Sifted 
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Sifted from erron> pmify^d by flaaos. 

Like ffAA, to take anew Truth's baaradj ABmpw 

And (riiing bodi in luftre and in wdgte) 2C|g 

With her blefs'd MaAer'c cnmuumM image flkiue; 

Why (hould Ihe longer droop i whf kmger a£k 

As an accomj^e wish the ploM of teBW ? 

Why longer lend an edge to»SowhoiL*si&vardL 

And give lam leave, Antdog his dafbrd tUMpi^ zU 

To mufter that ftrong hccaas, Ailnoa'scctiiBes ? 

Send his felf-impotent amhitioii aid* 

And crown the conqneft of her fiecceft ibes i 

Where are herf:>es moft fiuali ^kO^g TrvdJ^ 

«< In her fridtids' Yice8,'-««^^widi afigh replies. ^g 

Empire^m virtue's ttidc tmihakm ftandsj 

Flux as the billows, Mdien in vice di^UvM. 

if heaven Teclauns xa by the fcotirge of w«^ 

What thanks are -due to J^aris and Madrid.? 

Would they a revohition h nAi d iJidir aia» mm 

But be the revolatioiH-4n «Mr ktfartsi 

Would'ft thoQ (whofe handis at the hdn) ikbui; 
The fhaken bark of Brttun, ^hoald Mt^ride 
The preient blaffty and^arery fittot Jom^ 
Give it that balaft «diich iQ<me bas^wvight 2^ 

With Him Whom Mond, and waf«s» and wmx^'tibicf. 
Periifl. .A>e ^odiers iabtlei thou /be -ndfe : 
Above the J^lorentitte's ooort-idense mife^ 
Stand forth a patriot Of the ttiond wocld^ 
^The pattern, and the potvon. Of tkejoft^ «]• 

Thns ftreng^di BrkaiA^i nufiuvy'llnmgth^ 

GiveitsownstfiiTor to^che^fivoid^flieJbswa. . 

Aik 
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Alk you, •« What mean I ?" — The moft obvious truths 

j^rmies and fleets alone ne'er won the day. 

When our proud arms are once difarm'd, difarmM 235 

Of aid from Him by whom the mighty fall ; 

Of aid from ihm by whom the feeble ftand; 

Who takes away die keeneft edge of battie. 

Or ^ves the fword commiflion to dcftroy 5 

Who blafb> or bids the martial laurel bloonH^ 249 

Emafculatedf tSieix, ttoft manly mig^t ; ' 

Or, though the might remains, it nought avails : 

Then withered weafcnefs foils die fincwy arm 

Of man's Meridian and high-liearted powers 

Our naval thunders, and our tented fields u^^ 

With travd'd banners fasimng foathem dimes, 

What do they ? This ; and more ^at can they do ? ■ 

When heap*d the meafurc of a kingdom's crimes. 

The prince moft dauntlefs, the firft plume of war, 

JBy fuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 256 

Such elongation of our armaments^ 

But ftretdies dtrt the guilty nation's tiecki. 

While heaven commands iier executioner, , 

Some lefs abandoned nation, to difchargc ■ ■- 

Her full-ripe VengCaticc in a 'final blow, - ^55 

And teH the ¥mi^ ** Not ftrong is \\axaxL .fbength; 

^ And that the protfdeft empire kol&s erf hcavtti." : 

O Britain 1 ^>fton refctie4» -often ciowa'^l, 
JBeyond thy ihetit ^vA Inoft laitgubie lid{>es, 
Wkh all that^s great in wal*, or 'iW«et in ^ce ! iM 
JCnow from what foorcc tJiy *fignal Heffings *ow> ' 
Though bhiis'a wkh fpirxts ardem in the £dd> 

Though 
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Though cover'd various oceans with thy fleets. 
Though fenc'd with rocks, and moated by the main. 
Thy truft repofe in a far llronger guard ; 2^ 

In Him, who thee, though naked, could defend ; 
Though weak, could ftrengthen ; ruin'd, could reftorc. 

How oft, to tell what arm defends thine iile. 
To guard her welfare, and yet. check her pride, • 
Have the winds . fnatch'd the . vidory . from . war ? 270 
Or, rather, won the day, when war defpair'd ? 
How oft has providential fuccour aw'd, 
AwM while it blefs'd u^ confcious of our goiilt; 
Struck dead all confidence in human aid, • 
i^nd, while we triumph'd, made us tremble too ! 27^ 

Well jnay we tremble now j what manners reign ? 
But wherefore afk we, when a true reply 
Would fhock.too much? Kind heaven I avert events 
V/hofe fatal nature might reply too plain ! 
Heaven's half-bar'd arm of vengeance has. been wav'd 
In northern ikies, and pointed to the fouth. 280 

Vengeance delay *d but gathers and ferments ; 
More formidably blackens in the wind i 
Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting wrath. 
And higher charges the fufpended itorm. 285 

" That public vice portends a public fall"—* 
Is this conjedure of adventurous thought ! 
Or pious coward's pulpit-cufhion'd dream ; 
Far from it. This is certain ; this is fate* 
What fays Experience, in Iier awful chair ijjt 

Of ages, her authentic annals fpread 
Around her ? What fays Reafon eagle-eyed ? 

•Nay> 
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Nay, what fays Common Senre> with common care 

Weighing events, and caufes, in her fcalc? 

All give one verdid> one dediion iign; ^95 

And this the fentence Delphos could not mend : 

« Whatever fecondary props may rife 

" From politics, to build the public peacCj 

** The bafis is the manners of the land. 

" When rotten thefe, the politician's wiles 500 

" But ftruggle with deftruftion, as a child 

** With giants huge, or giants with a Jove, 

« The ftatefman's arts to conjure up a peace^ 

" Or military phantoms void of force, 

** But fcare away the vultures for an hour; J05 

« The fcent cadaverous (for, oh I how rank 

" The ftench of profligates !) foon lures them back ; 

" On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 

** Soon they return; foon make their full deicent; 

" Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin ; 31P 

** Their idols grac'd and gorgeous with our fjpoils, 

*' Of univerfal empire fure prefage ! 

« Till now repell'd by feas of Britilli blood.'* 

And whence the manners of the multitude? 
The colours of their manners, black or fur, 3 1 j 

Falls from above; from the complexion falls 
Of ftate Othellos, or white men in power ; 
And from the greater height example Bdls, 
Greater the weight, and deeper its imprefs 
In ranks inferior, paflive to the ilroke: 310 

From the court-mint, of hearts the current coin. 
The pupil preiTcSf but the pattern drives. 

Vol. LX. S Whit 
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What bonds then* bonds how maniftdd, and ftrottg 

To duty, double duty, arc the grrat ! 

And are there Saaifons that can bnrft them all ? 525 

Yes ; and great minds that ftand in need of none» 

Whofe pulfc beats virtuei* and whofe generous blood 

Aids mental motives to pulh on renown. 

In emulation of their glorious fires. 

From whom rolls down the confecrated ftream. 330 

Some fow good feeds in die glad people's hearts. 
Some curfed tares, like Satan in the text : 
This makes a foe moft fatal to the ftate ; 
A foe who (like a wizard in his cell) 
In iiis dark cabinet of crooked fchemes, 335 

Refembling Cama's gloomy grot, the forge 
Of boafted oracles, and real lies, 
(Aided, perhaps, by fecond-fighted Scots, 
French Magi, relics riding poft from Rome, 
A Gothic hero * riting from the de*ad» 340 

And changing for fpruce plaid his dirty fhroud. 
With fuccour fuitable from lower ftill) 
A foe who, tbefe concurring to the charm. 
Excites thofe ftorms that ihall o'erturn due ftate^ 
Rend up her anciettt honours by die root, 345 

And lay the boaft of ages, the rever'd 
Of nations, thft dear-bought with fumlefs wealdi 
And blood illttftrious, (fpite of her La Hogues* 
Her CrefTeyst and her Blenheims) in the duft. 
How muft this ihike a horror through the breaft, 350 

« The mvader zScAs the charaaer of Charles XII. of 
•SweJen. 

Through 
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Through every generous breail where honour reigns* 

Through every breaft where honour claims a ihare I 

Yes, and through every breaft of honour void! 

This thought might animate the dregs of men i 

Ferment them into fpiritj give them fire 355 

To fight the caufc the black opprobrious caufe> 

Foul core of all ! corruption at our hearts. 

What wreck of empire has the ftream of time 

Swept, with her vices, from the mountain height 

Of grandeur, deify 'd by half mankind, 360 

To dark oblivion's melancholy lake. 

Or flagrant infamy's eternal brand ! 

Thofe names, at which furrounding nations (hook, 

Thofe names ador'd, a nuifance I or forget I 

Nor this the caprice of a doubtful dye, 365 

But nature's courfe; no fmgle chance againfl it. 

For know, my Lord ! 'tis writ in adamant, 
'Tis fixt, as is the bafis of the world, 
Whofe kingdoms ftand or fall by the decree. 
What faw thefe eyes,furpriz'd ? — Yet why furprizM?— • 
For aid divine the criiis feem'd to call, 37 1 

And how divine was the monition given ! 
As late I walk'd the night in troubled tkoughtp 
My peace difturb'd by rumours firom the North, 
While thunder o'er my head, portentous, roU'd, 375 
As giving fignal of fome flrange event> 
And ocean groan'd beneath for her he lov'd, 
Albion the fair ! fo long his empire's queen, 
Whofe reign is, now, contefted by her foes. 
On her white cliffy (a tablet broad and b];ight> 3$o 

S 2 Strj^;.v 
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Strongly reflefUng the pale lunar ray) 
By fate's own iron pen I faw it writ. 
And thus the title ran: 

THE STATESMAN'S CREED. 

" Ye ftates I and empires ! nor of e&pires leaft, 
** Though leaft in fize ; hear, Britain I thou whofe lot, 
*' Whofe final lot, is in the balance laid, 
•* Irrefolutely play the doubtful fcales, 
*' Nor know'll thou which will win.— Know then from 

" me, 
•* As governed well or ill, ftates fmk or rife : 
«« State-minifters, as upright or corrupt, 390 

. ** Are balm or poifon in a nation's veins ; 
*« Health or diftemper ; haften or retard 
" The period of her pride, her day of doom : 
«' And though, for reafons obvious to the wife, 
*« J uft Providence deals otherwife with men, 355 

" Yet believe, Britons ! nor too late believe, 
«' 'Tis fix'd ! by Fate irrevocably fix'd ! 
*' Virtue and Vice are empire's life and death.'* 

Thus it is written— Heard you not a groan ? 
Is Britam on her death-bed ? — ^No, that groan 400 
Was utter'd by her foe^— But foon the fcale. 
If this divine monition is defpis'd. 
May turn againft us. Read it, ye who rule ! 
With reverence read ; with ftedfaftnefs believe ; 
With courage aft as fuch belief infpires ; 405 

Then ftiall your glo-y ftandlike Fate's decree > 
*} hen (hall your name in adamant be writ. 

In 
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In records that defy the tooth of time. 

By nations fav'd, refounding your applaufe. 

While deep beyond your monument's proud bafe. 
In black Oblivion's kennel, fhall be trod 
Their execrable names, who, high in power. 
And deep in guilt, moft ominOuily fhine, 
(The meteors of the ftatel) give Vice her head. 
To licenfe lewd let loofe the public rein ; 415 

Quench every fpark of confcience in the land. 
And triumph in the profligate's applaufe : 
Or who to the firft bidder fell their fouls. 
Their country fell, fell all their fathers bought 
With funds exhaufted and exhaufted veins, 420 

To demons, by his Holinefs ordain'd 
To propagate the gofpel — ^penn'd at Rome ; 
Hawk'd through the world by confecrated bulls; 
And how illuftrated ? — by Smithfield flames : 
Who plunge (but not like Curtius) down the gulf, 425 
Down narrow-minded felPs voracious gulf. 
Which gapes, and fwallows all they fwore to fave : 
Hate all that lifted heroes into gods. 
And hug the horrors of a vigor's chain : 
Of bodies politic that deflin'd hell, 430 

Inflifled here, fince here their beings end; 
And fall from foes deteiled and de^is'd. 
On difbelievers — of the Statefman's Creed. 

Note, here, my Lord (unnoted yet it lies 
By mod, or all) thefe truths political 43c 

Serve more than public ends : this Creed of States 
Seconds^ and irrefiftibly fupportv^ 

The 
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The Chriftian Creed. Are you fiirpriz'd ?'-^ Attend; 
And on the flaterman's build a nobler name. 

This punAoal jufHce exercis'd on fUtes> 440 

With which authentic chronicle abounds. 
As all men know^ and therelbre muft believe ; 
This vengeance pour*d on nations ripe in guilt, 
Pour'd on them here, where only they exift. 
What is it but an argument of (enie, 44; 

Or rather demonftration, to fupport 
Our feeble faith — ^* That they who ftates compofe, 
" That men who ftand not bounded by the grave, 
'* Shall meet like meafure at their proper hour ?'* 
Fo^ God is equal, fimilarly deals 450 

With dates and perfons, or he were not God ; 
What means a reditude immutable ? 
A pattern here of univerfal right. 
What, then, fliall re(cue an abandon'd man ? 
Nothing, it is reply'd. Reply'd, by whom ? 455 

Reply *d by politicians well as priefts : 
Writ facred fet afide, mankind^s own writ. 
The whole world's annals ; thefe pronounce his doom. 

Thus (what might feem a daring paradox) 
Ev'n politics advance divinity: 460 

True matters there are better fcholars here. 
Who travel hiftory in quell of fchemes 
To govern nations, or perhaps opprefs. 
May there ftart truths that other aims infpire. 
And, like Candace's eunuch, as they read, 465 

By Providence turn Chriftians on their road : 
Digging fox filver, they may ftrik« on goldi 

May 
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May be fufprifcM with better than thcf (bttght^ 
And entertain an ange! unawares 

Nor is Divinity ungrateful found. j^^i^ 

As politics advance divinity. 
Thus, in return, divinity promotes * 
True politics, and crowns the ftatelnian's praife. 
All wifdoms are but branches of the chief. 
And ftatefmen found but fhoots of honeft men. 475 
Are tfiis world* s witchcrafts pleaded in excuie 
For deviations in our moral line ? 
This, and the next world, view'd with fuch an eye 
' As fuits a ftatefman, fuch as keeps in view 
His own exalted fcience, both confpire 480 

To recommend and fix ns in the right. 
If we reward the politics of heaven. 
The grand adminiftration of the whole. 
What's the next world? A fupplenaent of this : 
Without it, Juftice is dcfeftive here; 415 

Jufl as to dates, defective as to men: 
If fo, what is this world i as fure as Right 
Sits in heaven's throne, a prophet of the next. 
Prize you the prophet? then believe him too: 
His propehcy more precious than his fmile. . 490 
How comes it then to pafs, with moil on earth. 
That this ihould charm us, that ihould dif^^ompofe ? 
Long as the ilate(man finds tlua cafe his owii> 
So long his politics are uncomplete i 
In danger he ; nor is the nation £ife, 40c 

But foon muft me his inaufpicioas power. 

What hence refidts ? a truth that ihottld xefi>fiikl 
for ever awful in Britannia's ear: 

« Relt- 
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<« Religion cro'^mB the fbtefman and the man» 

*' Sole fource of public and of private peace.'' joo 

Tins truth all men muft own, and therefore will. 

And praife and preach it too>->and when that 's done^ 

Their compliment is paid, and 'tis forgot. 

What highland pole-axe half fo deep can wound? 

But how dare I, fo mean, prefume fo far? 505 

AiHime my feat in the Didator*8 chair ? 
Pronounce, predid (as if indeed inrpir'd)^ 
Promulgc my cenfures, lay out all my throat. 
Till hoarfe in clamour on enormous crimes? 
Two mighty columns rife in my fupport ; j 10 

In their more awful and authentic voice. 
Record profane and facred, drown the Mufe, 
Though loud, and far out>threat her threatening fong. 
Still farther. Holies 1 fuffef me to plead 
That I Ipeak freely, as I fpeak to thee. jij 

Guilt only ilartles at the name of guik; 
And truth, plain truth, is welcome to the wife. 
Thus what feem'd my prefumption is thy praife. 

Praife, and immortal praife> b Virtue's claim; 
And Virtue's fphere is action: yet we grant ^29 

Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 
Whofe clangor kindles cowards into men. 
Nor ihall the verfe, perhaps, be quite forgot» 
Which talks of immortality, and bids. 
In every Britifti breaft, true glory rife, 525. 

As now the warbling lark awakes the mom. 
To clofe, my Lord ! with that which all fhould dofe 
And all begin, and flrike us every hour. 

Though 
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Though no war wak'd us, no black tempeft frown'd. — 

The morning rifes gay ; yet gayeft morn 530 

Lefs glorious after night's incumbent (hades ; 

Lefs glorious far bright Nature, rich array'd 

With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon. 

Than the firft feeble dawn of Moral day ? 

Sole day, (let thofe whoni ftatefmen ferve attend) 535 

Though the fun ripens diamonds for their crowns ; 

Sole day worth his regard whom heaven ordains, 

Undarken'd, to behold noon dark, and date. 

From the fun's death, and every planet's fall. 

His all-illu(b*ious and eternal year ; 540 

Where ftatefmen and their monarchs, (names of awe 

And diftance here) (hall rank with common men. 

Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 
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